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ON 


Several Occaſions. 


A Lovers ANGER. 


58 Cle came into the Room rother Day, 


you ſtay ? | 


— your Hour: 


Four. 


A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures nor Wheels: 


lis enough, that tis loaded with Baubles and Seals. 


A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air, 


Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe; let a Body bur ſpeak: 


© Here's an ugly hard Roſe-Bud fall'n into my Neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me to ſuch a Degree —— 


Sec here; for you never believe me; pray ſee, 
| A 2 


I peeviſh began; where ſo long cou'd 
In your Life-time you neyer regarded 


romis'd at Two; and (pray look Child) tis 


On 


So ſaying, her Boſom ſhe careleffly diſplay'd. 


Go, bid him his Wife's Tongue reſtrain ; 


Pioems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
On the left Side of my Breaſt what a Mark it has made; 


Thar Sear of Delight I with Wonder ſurvey'd; 
And forgot ev'ry Word I deſign'd to have ſaid, 


nn 


MEX CURTand CUPID. 


— 


N ſullen Humour one Day Jove 
Sent Hermes down to Ida's Grove, 

Commanding Cupid to deliver 

His Store of Darts, his total Quiver 3 

That Hermes ſhou'd the Weapons break, 

Or throw em into Lethe Lake. 

Hermes, you know, muſt do his Errand: 
He found his Man, produc'd his Warrant: 
Cupid, your Darts this very Hour —— 
There's no contending againſt Power. 

How ſullen Jupiter, juſt now 
I think I ſaid: And you'll allow, 

That Cupid was as bad as he: 
Hear but the Youngſter's Repartee. 

Come Kinſman (ſaid the little God) 

Put off your Wings; lay by your Rod; 
Retire with me to yonder Bower; 

And reſt your ſelf for half an Hour: 

"Tis far indeed from hence to Heav'n: 

And you fly faſt : and 'tis but Seven. 

We'll rake one cooling Cup of Nectar; 
And drink to this Celeſtial Hector 

He break my Darts, or hurt my Pow'r! 
He, Leda's Swan, and Danae's Show'r! 


And mind his Thunder, and his Rain 
My Darts! O certainly I'll give em: 

From Cloe's Eyes he ſhall receive em. 

There's One, the beſt in all my Quiver, 
Twang! through his very Heart and Liver. 


o 


| POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 1 
Ne then ſhall. pine, and ſigh, and rave: 
Pood Lord! what buſtle ſhall we have! 
W-p:une muſt ſtraight be ſent to Sea; 
Ind Flora ſummon'd twice a- day: 
Dne muſt find Shells, and t'other Flow'rs, 
or cooling Grotts, and fragrant Bow'rs, 
That Cloe may be ſerv'd in State: 
The Hours muſt at her Toilet wait: 
Whilſt all the reaſoning Fools below, 
Wonder their Watches go too flow. 
s muſt fy South, and Eurus Eaſt, 
For Jewels for her Hair and Breaſt: 
No matter tho? their cruel haſte 
© Sink Cities, and lay Foreſts waſte. 
No matter tho? this Fleet be loſt ; 
Or that lie wind-bound on the Coaſt, 
What whisp'ring in my Mother's Ear ! 
What Care, that Juno ſhou'd nor hear! 
What Work among you Scholar Gods! 
E Phoebus muſt write him am'rous Odes : 
And thou, poor Couſin, muſt compoſe 
His Letters in ſubmiſſive Proſe: 
EWhilſt haughty Cloe, to ſuſtain 
The Honour of my myſtic Reign, 
mall all his Gifts and Vows din; 
And laugh at your old Bully's Pain. 
Dear Couz, ſaid Hermes in a Fright, 
For Heav'n fake keep your Darts: Good Night, 


$0000900000!9!0!009006020 
On BEAUTY. A RIDDLE. 


ESOLVE me, Cloe, what is this, 
N Or forfeit me one precious Kiſs. 

Lis the firſt Off-ſpring of the Graces; 
Fears diff rent Forms in diff*rent Places; | 
cknowledg'd fine, where-&er beheld ; | 
WP et fancy d finer, when conceal'd. \ | 
3 nog Twas | 


e * 


6 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
"Twas Flora's Wealth, and Circe's Charm; 


Pandora's Box of Good and Harm : 
Twas Mars's Wiſh, Endymion's Dream; 
Apelles' Draught, and Ovid's Theme. 
This guided Theſeus thro' the Maze; 
And ſent him home with Life and Praiſe. 
But this undid the Phrygian Boy; 

And blew the Flames that ruin d Troy. 
This ſhew'd great Kindneſs to old Greece, 
And help'd rich Jaſon to the Fleece. 


This thro' the Eaſt juſt Vengeance hurl'd, 


And loſt poor Anthony the World. 
Injur'd, tho” Lucrece found her Doom; 
This baniſh'd Tyranny from Rome, 
Appeas'd, tho' Lais gain'd her Hire; 
This ſet Perſepolis on Fire. 0 
For this Alcides learn'd to ſpin; 
His Club laid down, and Lion's Skin. 
For This Apollo deign'd to keep, 
With ſervile Care, a Mortal's Sheep. 
For this the Father of the Gods, 
Content to leave his high Abodes, 
In borrow'd Figures looſely ran, 
Europa's Bull, and Leda's Swan. 
For this he reaſſumes the Nod; 
(While Semele commands the God) 
Launces the Bolt, and ſhakes the Poles ; 
Tho* Momus laughs, and Juno ſcolds. 
Here liſt'ning Cloe ſmil'd, and faid ; 
Your Riddle is not hard to read: 
I gueſs it Fair one, if you do; 
Need I, alas! the Theme purſue ? 
For this, thou ſee'ſt, for this I leave, 


Whate'er the World thinks wiſe or grave, 


Ambition, Buſineſs, Friendſhip, News, 
My uſeful Books, and ſerious Muſe. 

For this J willingly decline 

The Mirth of Feaſts, and Joys of Wine; 
And chuſe to fit and talk with thee, 

(As thy great Orders may decree) 
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POEMS on ſeveral Occafions 7 


ot Cocks and Bulls, of Flutes and Fiddles, 
Of idle Tales, and fooliſh Riddles. 


| EI tl pe 
The QuesTion, to LISETT A. 


HAT Nymph ſhou'd I admire, or truſt, 
But Cloe beauteous, Cloe juſt ? 
What Nymph ſhou'd I deſire to ſee, 
But her who leaves the Plain for me? 
To whom ſhou'd I compoſe the Lay, 
= But her who liſtens, when I play? 
Io whom in Song repeat my Cares, 
But her who in my Sorrow ſhares? 
For whom ſhou'd I the Garland make, £ 


But her who joys the Gift to take, 
And boaſt ſhe wears it for my Sake? 
In Love am I not fully bleſt ? 
> Liſetta, pr'ythee tell the reſt. 


Chr he WA EAA Ss! ESA ALL Ls 
LISETT Is REPLY. 


8 Cloe juſt, and Cloe fair 

Deſerves to be your only Care: 

But when you and ſhe to Da 

Far into the Wood did ſtray, 

And I happen'd to paſs by 3 

Which Way did you caſt your Eye? 

But when your Cares to her you ſing, 
Yer dare not tell her whence they ſpring; 
Does it not more afflict your Heart, 

That in thoſe Cares ſhe _ a Part? 


When you the Flow'rs for Cloe twine, £ 


Why do you to her Garland join 
Ihe meaneſt Bud that falls from mine? 
I Simpleſt of Swains! the World may ſee, 
+ Whom Cloe loves, and who loves me. 


The 


8 POEMS on feveral Occaſions. | 
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Ah 
17 
The GAR LAND. At 
J. A 
HE Pride of ev'ry Grove I choſe, At 
T The Violent ſweet, and Lilly fair, = * 
The dappl'd Pink, and bluſhing Roſe, At 
To deck my charming ds Hair. s 
At Morn the Nymph vouchſaft to place Su 
Upon her Brow the various Wreath 
The Flow'rs leſs blooming than her Face, Ge 
The Scent leſs fragrant _ her Breath. 
III. 

The Flow'rs ſhe wore along the Day: * 
And ev'ry Nymph and Shepherd ſaid, 1 
That in her Hair they lookt more gay, 1 

Than glowing in their native Bed. 
IV. | 
Undreſt at Evening, when ſhe found 
Their Odours loſt, their Colours paſt ; \ 
She chang'd her Look, and on the Ground V 
Her Garland and her Eye ſhe caſt. | 
V. 


That Eye dropt Senſe diſtin& and clear, 
As any Muſe's Tongue cou'd ſpeak; 
When from it's Lid a pearly Tear 
Ran trickling down her n Cheek. 
VI. 
Diſſembling, what I knew too well, 
My Love, my Life, ſaid I, explain | 
This Change of Humour: Pr'ythee tell: . | 
Thar falling Teax What does it mean? | 


Lo 


VII. 
She fightd ; ſhe ſmil'd: And to the Flow'rs Þ 
Pointing, the lovely Moraliſt faid : 0 
See! Friend, in ſome few fleeting Hours, : | 


dee yonder, what a Change is made, 


VIII. Ab 


| POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 9 
i Ss 

Ih me! the blooming pride of May, 

And chat of Beauty are but one: 

At Morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 

Booth fade at — "a and gone. 


At Dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung; \ 
The am'rous Youth around her bow'd: 

At Night her fatal Knell was rung 

I faw, and kiſs'd her in = Shrowd. 

Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to Day; 

Such I, alas! may be to Morrow : 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay 
The Juſtice of thy Cloe's Sorrow. 


| SI EW pl tl EL Ws 


The L a Þ y who offers her Looking-Glaſ5 
to VENUS. 


EN Us, take my Votive Glaſs: 
Since I am not what I was; 
What from this Day I ſhall be, 
Venus, let me never ſee. 


2909000990036 60592122 
| CLOE JeaLovus. 


Orbear to ask me, why I weep; 
. F Vext Cloe to her Shepherd ſaid: 
Lis for my two poor ſtragling Sheep 
Perhaps, or for my Squirrel dead. 
| II 


For mind I what you late have writ? 
> Your ſubtle Queſtions, and Replies; 
» Emblems, to teach a Female Wit 
The Ways, where changing Cupid flies. 


III. Your 


— — S8 — —— — 


io POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


III. 
Your Riddle, purpos'd to rehearſe | The 
The general Pow'r that Beauty has: = 5s 
But why did no peculiar Verſe But 
Deſcribe one Charm of Cloe's Face? = } 
IV. | 3 
The Glaſs, which was at Venus Shrine, We 
With ſuch myſterious Sorrow laid : 9: 
The Garland (and you call it mine) F\ 
Which ſhow'd how Youth and Beauty fade. 
V 


Ten thouſand Trifles light as theſe 
Nor can my Rage, nor Anger move: 
She ſhou'd be humble, who wou'd pleaſc : 
And ſhe muſt ſuffer, who can love. 
| VI. 
When in my Glaſs I chanc'd to look; 
Of Venus what did I implore ? 
That ev'ry Grace which thence I took, 
Shou'd know to charm my Damon more. 
VII. 
Reading thy Verſe; who heeds, ſaid I, 
If here or there his Glances flew ? 
O free for ever be his Eye, 
Whoſe Heart to me is always true. 
VIII. 
My Bloom indeed, my little Flow'r 
Of Beauty quickly loſt it's Pride: 
For ſever'd from it's native Bow'r, 
It on thy glowing Boſom dy'd. 
IX. 
Yet car'd I not, what might preſage 
Or withering Wreath, or fleeting Youth: 
Love I eſteem'd more ſtrong than Age, 
And time leſs permanent than Truth. 
X. 
Why then I weep, forbear to know; 
Fall uncontroll'd my Tears, and free: 
O Damon, tis the only Woe, 


I ever yer conceal'd from thee. 


— MM 


XI. The 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 11 
Xl 


he ſecret Wound with which I bleed 

© Shall lie wrapt up, ev'n in my Herſe: 

hut on my Tomb-ſtone thou ſhalt read 
My Anſwer to thy dubious Verſe. 


$200000090!0/050009056 


ANSWER to CLOE JEALO us, 
| in the ſame STILE. 


The AUTH OR ſick. 


I, 
ES, faireſt Proof of Beauty's Pow'r, 
Dear Idol of my panting Heart, 
Nature points this my fatal Hour : 
And I have liv'd; and we muſt part. 
II. 
While now I take my laſt Adieu, 
' Heave thou no Sigh, nor ſhed a Tear; 
Leſt yet a half-clos'd Eye may view 
On Earth an Object worth it's Care. 
. III. 
From Jealouſy's tormenting Strife 
For ever be thy Boſom free'd : 
That nothing may diſturb thy Life, 
Content I haſten to the Dead. 
IV. 
Yet when ſome better-fated Youth 
Shall with his am'rous Parly move thee ; 
Reflect one Moment on his Truth, 


Why dying thus, perſiſts to love thee. 


A bet; 


12 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 


SSC ZSC DNN 
A better A NS W ER. 


| I. 

EAR Cloe, how blubber'd is that pretty Face? 
D Thy Check all on fire, and thy Hair all uncurl'q; 
Pr*ythee quit this Caprice; and (as old Falſtaff ſays) 

Let us een talk a little = Folks of this World, 
IL. 
How can'ſt thou preſume, thou haſt leave to deſtroy 
The Beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping) 
Thoſe Looks were deſign'd to inſpire Love and Joy; 
More ord'nary Eyes may ſerve People for weeping, 
III. | 


To be vext at a Trifle or two that I writ, 
Your Judgment at once, and my Paſſion you wrong: 

You take that for Fact, which will ſcarce be found Wit: 
Ad's Life! muſt one ſwear to the Truth of a Song? 

: IV. 

What ſpeak, my fair Clog, and what I write ſhews 
The Dift 'rence there is betwixt Nature and Art: 

I court others in Verſe, butI love thee in Proſe: 
And they have my Whimſies; but thou haſt my Heart, 

V 


The God of us Verſe-· men (you know Child) the Sun, 
How after his Journeys he ſets up his Reſt: | 
If at Morning o'er Earth 'tis his Fancy to run; 
At Night he reclines on his Thetis's Breaſt. 
VI. 
So when I am weary'd with wand'ring all Day; 
To thee my Delight in the Evening I come: 
No matter what Beauties I ſaw in my Way: | 
They were but my Viſits; but thou art my Home. 
VII. | 
Then finiſh, dear Cloe, this Paſtoral War; v 
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree; I, 
For thou art a Girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a Poet ſublimer than me. 


Wr it · 
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N S HEHE 


Written at PAR U S, 1700. In the 
Beginning of ROB E's GroGR a- 
PHY. 


| F all that William rules, or Robe 
Deſcribes, great Rhea, of thy Globe; 

When or on Poff Horſe, or in Chaiſe, 
With much Expence, and little Eaſe, 
My deſtin'd Miles I ſhall have gone, 
By Thames or Maeſe, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no Foot of Earth my own; 
Great Mother, let me once be able, 

To have a Garden, Houſe, and Stable; 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to Deſire, or Want; 

And as Health fails, and Years increaſe, 
Sit down, and think, and die in Peace. 

Oblige thy Fav'rite Undertakers 

Io throw me in but twenty Acres: 
This Number ſure, they may allow; 

For Paſture ten, and ten for Plow: 

Tis all that I wou'd wiſh, or hope, 

For we, and John, and Nell, and Crop. 
> Then, as thou wilt, diſpoſe the reſt 

(And ler not Fortune ſpoil the Jeſt) 

To thoſe, who at the Market - Rate 
Can barter Honour for Eſtate. 

| Now if thou grant'ſt me my Requeſt, 
Io make thy vor'ry truly bleſt, 

Let curſt Revenge, and ſawcy Pride 

Jo ſome bleak Rock far off be ty'd; 

Nor Cer approach my Rural Seat, 

Io tempt me to be baſe, and great. 

And, Goddeſs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her Son, 


( here- 


P 


14 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


(Where: ever elſe ſhe lets him rove) 
To ſhun my Houſe, and Field, and Grove: 5 
Peace cannot dwell with Hate or Love. 

Hear, gracious Rhea, what I ſay: 
And thy Petitioner ſhall pray. 


| Who EEE LES ah! WE Ee EL 
= APASs s AGE in the MORIA EN. 
1 COMIUM of ERASMUS Int- 
| TATED. 
| T N awful Pomp, and melancholy State, 

See ſettl'd Reaſon on the Judgment Seat: 


| ; 
| Around her croud Diſtruſt, and Doubt, and fear, 
| | And thoughtful Foreſight, and tormenting Care: 
| 


Far from the Throne the trembling Pleaſures ſtand, 
Chain'd up, or exil'd by her ſtern Command. 
| Wretched her Subjects, gloomy fits the Queen; 
| Till happy Chance reverts the cruel Scene: 
And apith Folly with her wild Reſort 
Of Wit and Feſt diſturbs the ſolemn Court. 

See the fantaſtick Minſtrelſy advance, | 
To breathe the Song, and animate the Dance. 
Bleſt the Uſurper! happy the Surprize! 

Her mimic Poſtures catch our eager Eyes : 

Her jingling Bells affect our captive Ear: 

And in the Sights we ſee, and Sounds we hear, 
Againſt our judgment ſhe our Senſe employs: 
The Laws of troubl'd Reaſon ſhe deſtroys: 


And in their Place rejoices to indite 


Wild Schemes of Mirth, and Plans of looſe Delight. 

SSS C3 SS 73 T5 CSM ZC 526 U5 
MERRY ANDREW. 

LY Merry-Andrew, the laſt Southwark Fair 5 


(Ar Barthol mem he did not much appear; 
So peeviſh was the Edict of the May'r.) 


At 
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At Southwark, therefore, as his Tricks he ſhow'd, 

Io pleaſe our Maſters, and his Friends, the Croud; 

* A huge Neats- Tongue he in his Right Hand held: 

His Left was with a good Black-Pudding fill'd. 

With a grave Look, in this odd Equipage, 

The clowniſh mimic traverſes the Stage : 

Why how now, Andrew ! cries his Brother Droll, 

To Day's Conceit, methinks, 1s ſomething dull: 

Come on, Sir, to our worthy Friends explain, 

what does your Emblematic Worſhip mean? 

Quoth Andrew; honeſt Engliſh ler us ſpeak : 1 

Your Emble— (what d'ye call't?) is heathen Greek. 

To Tongue or Pudding, thou haſt no Pretence, 

Learning thy Talent is; but mine is Senſe. 

That buſie Fool I was, which thou art now; 

Deſirous to correct, not knowing how; 

With very good Deſign, but little Wit, 

Blaming or praiſing Things, as I thought fit. 

I for this Conduct had what I deſerv'd; 

And dealing honeſtly, was almoſt ſtarv'd. 

But thanks to my indulgent Stars, I eat; 

Since I have found the Secret to be great. 

O deareſt Andrew, ſays the humble Droll, 

Henceforth may I obey, and thou controll 

Provided thou impart thy uſeful Skill. 

Bow then, ſays Andrew, and, for once, I will. 

Be of your Patron's Mind, whate'er he ſays; 

Sleep very much; think little; and talk leſs: 

Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong; 

Bur eat your Pudding, Slave; and hold your Tongue. 
A Rev'rend Prelate ſtopt his Coach and Six, 

To laugh a little at our Andrew's Tricks. 

Bur when he heard him give this golden Rule; 

Drive on; (he cry'd,) this Fellow is no Fool. 


The 


— 


— 


Raiſe ſuch a Cloud of Duſt, as I? 


16 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 
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| The FLIES. 


AY, Sire of Inſects, mighty Sol, 
8 (A Fly upon the Chariot-Pole 
Cries out:) what Blew - Bottle alive 
Did ever with ſuch Fury drive? 
Tell, Belzebub, great Father, tell, 
- s Yother, perch'd upon the Wheel:) 
id ever any Mortal Fly 


My Judgment turn'd the whole Debate: 
My Valour ſav'd the ſinking State. 

So talk two idle buzzing Things; 

Toſs up their Heads, and ſtretch their Wings. 
Bur let the Truth to Light be brought: 

This neither ſpoke, nor t'other fought: 

No Merit in : we own Behav'or: 

Both rais'd, bur by rheir Party's Favour. 


3 


SS eee 
From the ER E E X. 


REA T Barchus, born in Thunder and in Fire, 
By native Hear aflerts his dreadful Sire. 
Nouriſh'd near ſhady Rills and cooling Streams, 
He to the Nymphs avows his Am'rous Flames. 
To all the Breth'ren ar the Bell and Vine, 
The Moral ſays; mix Water with your Wine. 


h. 


eee. 
Gi „ 
Nenne ende 


R A N K carves very ill, and will palm all the Mears: au 
He eats more than Six; and drinks more than h: 


Four 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſiont. 17 
or Pipes after Dinner he conſtantly ſmokes; 
Ind ſeaſons his Whifs with impertinent Jokes. 5 
et ſighing, he ſays, we muſt certainly break; 
Ind my cruel Unki adneſs com him to ſpeak ; 
or of late I invite him but four Times a Week. 


. 
ANOTHER. 


PF O John, I ow'd great Obligation; 

| Bur John, —_— thought fir 
opubliſh it to all the Nation: 

Sure John and I are more than quit. 


$005000000000600000008 
i ANOTHER. 


Es, every Poet is a Fool: 

þ By Demonſtration Ned can ſhow it: 
Iappy, cou'd Ned's inverted Rule 

© Prove every Fool to be a Poet. 


eee 27 SL Ww/ ww N IR eeee 
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ANOTHER. 


HY Naggs (the leaneſt . alive 
So very 883 U thou loy'ſt rive ) 


heard irs anxious Coach-man ſay, 
V colts thee more in Whips, has Hay. 


4 
, 
% 
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Rr 


To a Perſon who wrote ill, and poly 
worſe, againſt me. 


YE, Philo, untouch'd on my r Shelf, 
L Nor take it amiſs, that ſo little I heed thee; 
I've no Envy to thee, and ſome Love to my (elf: 

Then why ſhou'd I anſwer 3 fance firſt I muſt rex 
Thee? 
Drunk with Helicon's Waters and double-brew'd Buy, WA 
Be a Linguiſt, a Poet, a Critick, a Wag; = H 
To the folid Delight of thy e Cd, 2 
To the Damage alone of thy Bookſeller Bray. 
Purſue me with Satyr : what Harm is there in't? 
But from all viva voce Reflection forbear : 
There can be no Danger from what thou ſhalt Print: 
There may be a little from what thou may'lt ſwear, 


On the ſame Perſon. 


HILE faſter than his coſtive Brain indites, 
« Philo's quick Hand in flowing Letters writes; 

His Caſe appears to me like honeſt Teague s, 
When he was run away with, by his Legs, 
Phoebus, give Philo o'er himſelf command ; 
Quicken his Senſes, or reſtrain his Hand. 

Let him be kept from Paper, Pen, and Ink: 

So may he ceaſe to write, and learn to think. 
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Quid fit futurum Cras fuge querere. 


F OR what to-morrow ſhall diſcloſe, . 
May ſpoil what you to- night propoſe: rl 
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. dan may change; or Cloe tray: 
= — and Life are for to-day. 


7 Seecode eee ee Sees 


ANT AT A. Set by Mo NSIEUR 
GALLIARD. 


Ki. 


DENEAT H a verdant Lawrel's ample Shade, 
D His Lyre to mournful Numbers ſtrung, 
Horace, immortal Bard, ſupinely laid, 
= To Venus thus addreſs'd the Song: 
Ten thouſand little Loves around 
Liſt'ning, dwelt on ev'ry Sound. 
„ AR IE I. | 
Potent Venus, bid thy Son 
Sound no more his dire Alarms. 
Nouth on filent Wings is flown : 
= Graver Years come rolling on. 
Ppare my Age, unfit for Arms: 
= Safc and humble let me reſt, 
From all am'rous Care relcas'd. 
Potent Venus, bid thy Son 
Sound no more his dire Alarms. 
E . | 
et, Venus, why do I each morn prepare 
The fragrant Wreath for Cloe's Hair? 
hy, why do I all day lament, and ſigh, 
Unleſs the beaurcous Maid be nigh ? 
And why all Night purſue her in my Dreams, 
hro' Flow'ry Meads, and Cryſtal Streams? 
4 N Nn 
Thus ſung the Bard; and thus che Goddeſs ſpoke: 
1 Submiſſive bow to Love's imperious Yoke. | 
Ev'ry State, and ev'ry Age 
Shall own my Rule, and fear my Rage: 
Compell'd by me thy Muſe ſhall prove, 
Thar all che World was born to love. 


=— Ax 
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ARE Tr. 
Bid thy deſtin'd Lyre diſcover 
Soft Deſire, and gentle Pain: 
Often praiſe, and always love her: 
Thro' her Ear her Heart obtain. 
Verſe ſhall uu, and Sighs ſhall move her: 
Cupid does with Phoebus reign. 


CE AIRES AE gp 
Her right NAME. 


S Nancy at her Toylet far, 

A Admiring this, and blaming that; 

Tell me, ſhe ſaid; but tell me true; 

The Nymph who cou'd your Heart ſubdue, 

Whar fore of Charms does ſhe poſleſs? 

Abſolve me fair one: I'll confeſs; 

With Pleaſure I reply'd. Her Hair, 

In Ringlets rather dark than fair, 

Does down her Iv'ry Boſom roll, 

And hiding half, = the whole. 

In her high Forchead's fair half-· round 
Tove fits in open Triumph crown'd: 

He in the dimple of her Chin, 

In private State by Friends is ſeen. 

Her Eyes are neither black, nor grey; 

Nor fierce, nor feeble is their Ray: 

Their dubious Luſtre ſeems to ſhow 

Something that ſpeaks nor yes, nor no. 

Her Lips no living Bard, I weet, 

ay ſay, how red, how round, how ſweet: 

Old Homer only cou'd indite 

Their yagrant Grace, and ſoft Delight: 

They ſtand recorded in his Book, 

When Helen ſmil'd, and Hebe ſpoke ———— 

The Gipſy turning to her Glaſs, 

Too plainly ſhow'd ſhe knew the Face: 

And which am I moſt like, ſhe ſaid, 

Your Cloe, or your Nut. broun- Maid? 


— 


Wit. 
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sss rss STC TSG hoes. 
Written in an O Y 7D. 


A / 1D is the ſureſt Guide, 

UL You can name, to ſhow the Way 
= any Woman, Maid, or Bride, 

Who reſolves to go aſtray. 


00000900000'9/0000008098 
f A TRUE MAID. 


FO, no; for my Virginity, 

N When I loſe that, ſays Roſe, I'll dye: 

Sehind the Elmes, laſt Night, cry'd Dick, 
Roſe, were you not extremely ſick? 


eiiies 5s CSC TS ZT CATS Ari 
3 ANOTHER. 


TEN Months after Florimel happen'd to wed, 
| T And was brought in a laudable Manner to Bed ; 
e warbl'd her Groans with ſo charming a Voice, 
That one half of the Pariſh was ſtun'd with the Noiſe. 
Eur when Florimel deign'd to lie privately in, 
Months before ſhe and her Spouſe were a- kin; 
e choſe with ſuch Prudence her Pangs to conceal, 
Eat her Nurſe, nay her Midwife, ſcarce heard her 
3 once Creed 
Harn, Husbands, from hence, for the Peace of your 
V Lives, 


1 at Maids make not half ſuch a Tumult, as Wives. 


A Rea. 
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A Reaſonable ArFLICTION. 


N his Death-Bed poor Lubin lies: 
His Spouſe is in Deſpair : 

With frequent Sobs, and mutual Cries, 
They both expreſs their Care. 

A diffrent Cauſe, ſays Parſon Sly, 
The ſame Effect may give: 

Poor Lubin fears, that he ſhall dic; 
His Wife, that he way Live. 


O 


— —— CCCC—— 6. 


Another Reaſonable AFFLICTION, 


ROM her own Native France as old Aliſon pal, 
She reproach'd Engliſh Nell with Neglect or wit 


Malice, 


Thar the Slattern had left, in the Hurry and Haſt, 
Her Lady's Complexion, and Eye- brows at Calais. 


SSE 
| ANOTHER. 


ER Eye-brow Box one Morning loſt, 
H (The beſt of Folks are oft'neſt croſt) 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny ſaid, 

Her careleſs but afflicted Maid; 

Pur me to Bed then, wretched Jane: 
Alas! when ſhall I riſe again? 

I can behold no Mortal now: | 

For what's an Eye without a Brow ? 
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Dot pp CIR IGZG AER CREATES C 
On the fame SUBJECT, 


N a dark Corner of the Houſe, 

poor Helen fits, and ſobs and cries: 

She will not ſee her loving Spouſe, 

Nor her more dear Picquet-Allies: 

. Unleſs ſhe finds her Eye-brows, 
She'll een weep out her Eyes. 


ö ee 


On the ſame. 


. Elen was juſt ſlipt into bed: 

A H Her Eye-brows on the Toilet lay: 
= Away the Kitten with them fled, 

As Fees belonging to her Prey. 

For this Misfortune careleſs Jane, 

= Aſure your ſelf, was loudly rated: 
= And Madam getting up again, 

Wich her own Hand the Mouſe-Trap baited, 
= On little Things, as Sages write, 

& Depends our human Joy, or Sorrow: 

= If we don't catch a Mouſe to-night, 
Alas! no Eye-brows for to-morrow. 


Y S!2IIAID IT Df PRADO 
I FRIL Aer. 
. He old may Phyllis be, you ask, 
2 Whoſe Beauty thus all Hearts engages? 
To anſwer is no eaſie Task; 
For ſhe has really two Ages. 
Stiff in Brocard, and pinch'd in Stays, 
Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on; 
All Day ler Envy view her Face; 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 


j 
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Paint, Patches, Jewels laid aſide, 

At night Aſtronomers agree, 
The 1 has the Day bely'd ; 

And Phyllis is ſome * . 


DSZ gr gz 
Forma Bonum Fragile. 


HAT a frail Thing is Beauty, ſays Baron Le Cras, 
* Perceiving his Miſtreſs had one Eye of Glaſs: 
And ſcarcely Pad he ſpoke it; 
When ſhe more confus'd, as more angry ſhe grey, 
By a negligent Rage prov'd the Maxim too truc: 
She dropt the Eye, and broke it. 


SDS SS Se e 
A Critical Mo MEN. EL 


OW capricious were Nature and Art to poor Nell? | 
She was painting her Checks at the time her Noſe 
fell. 


mw» 


ah aA ew ft Bod Brant 


SCC CDC N 
| iN 
E F1 3&4. M 
Written to the Duke de NOAILLES. 
AIN the Concern which you expreſs, 
V Thar uncall'd Allard will poſſeſs : 
Your Houſe and Coach, both Day and Night; 


And that Macibeth was haunted leſs 
By Banquo's reſtleſs Spright. 


With Fifteen Thouſand Pound a Year, 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 
ill, you may ſo ſoon retrieve ? 
Good Allard, faith, is modeſter | 
By much, than you believe. * 
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Lend him but fifty Louis dor; 

And you ſhall never ſee him more: 
Take the Advice; Probatum eſt. 
Why do the Gods indulge our Store, 

But to ſecure our reſt? 
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Spoken by Mrs. HORTON. 


HE Female Author who recites ro Day, 

T Truſts to her Sex the Merit of her Play. 
like Father Bayes ſecurely the firs down: 
Pitt, Box and Gallery, Gad! all's our own. 
In ancient Greece, ſhe ſays, when Sappho writ, 
By their Applauſe the Critics ſhow'd their Wir. 
They tun'd their Voices to her Lyric String; 
Tho? they cou'd all do ſomething more, than Sing. 
But one Exception to this Fact we find; | 
That booby Phaon only was unkind, | 
= Anill-bred Boat-man, rough as waves and Wind. 
From Sappho down thro? all ſucceeding Ages, 
And now on French, or oñ Italian Stages, 
# Rough Satyrs, ſly Remarks, ill-natur'd Speeches, 
Are always aim'd at Poets, that wear Breeches. 
Arm'd with Longinus, or with Rapin, no Man 
Drew a ſharp Pen upon a naked Woman. 
Ihe bluſt' ring Bully in our Neighb'ring Streets, 
Scorns to attack the Female that he meets: 
TFearleſs the Petticoat contemns his Frowns : 

The Hoop ſecures, whatever it ſurrounds. 
The many. colour'd Gentry there above, 


By Turns are rul'd by Tumult, and by Love: 


| And 
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And while their Sweer-hearts their Attention fix, 
Suſpend the Din of their damn'd clatt' ring Sticks, 
Now Sirs ———— | 

To you our Author makes her ſoft Requeſt, 
Who ſpeak the kindeſt, and who write the beſt, 
Your Sympathetic Hearts ſhe hopes to move, 

From tender Friendſhip, and endearing Love. 

If Petrarch's Muſe did Laura's Wit rehearſe, 

And Cowley flatter'd dear Orinda's Verle 

She hopes Form you——Pox take her Hopes and Fears; 
I plead her Sexes Claim: What matters hers? 

By our full Pow'r of Beauty we think fit, 

To damn this Salique Law impos'd on Wit: 

We'll try the Empire you ſo long have boaſted; 
And if we are not prais'd, we'll not be toaſted, 
Approve what one of us preſents to Night; 3 
Or ev'ry mortal Woman here ſhall write: xz 
Rural, Pathetic, Narrative, Sublime, 5 


We'll write to you, and make you write in Rhime: 
Female Remarks ſhall take up all your Time. 3 
Your Time, poor Souls! we'll take your very Money; BW 
Female third Days ſhall come ſo thick upon ye. ; 
As long as we have Eyes, or Hands, or Breath, 

We'll look, or write, or talk you all ro Death. 

Unleſs ye yield for better and for worſe: 

Then the She-Pegaſus ſhall gain the Courſe; 

And the grey Mare will prove the better Horſe, 


THE 


h 
The THIEF 
AND THE 


co RD EL I E RX. 
A BALL AD; 


. To the Tune of King JO HN, and the Abbot of 
CANTERBURY. | 


HO has eer been at Paris, muſt needs know 
the Greve, | 

The fatal Retreat of the unforrunare Brave 

Where Honour and Juſtice moſt odly contribute, 

Io eaſe Hero's Pains by a Halter and Gibbet. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


ut on; 


And the Hangman compleats, what the Judge but 


be 8 \ | : 
There the "Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of the Poſt, 
Find their Pains no more balk'd, and * Hopes no 
more croſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


Great Claims are there made, and great Secrets are 
known; | 
And the King, and the Law, and the Thief has his own: 
But my Hearers cry out; What a duce doſt thou ayl? 
Cut off thy Reflections; and give us thy Tale. 
Derry down, &c, 


*Twas there, then, in civil Reſpe& to harſh Laws, 
And for want of falſe Witneſs to back a bad Cauſe, 
V A Nor- 
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There Death breaks the Shackles, which Force had 
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A Norman, tho” late, was oblig'd to appear: 
And who to aſſiſt, but a grave Cordelier ? 
Derry down, &c. 


The Squire, whoſe good Grace was to open de 
; Scene SN. 
Seem'd not in great haſte, that the ſhow ſhou'd begin: 
Now fitted the Halter, now travers'd the Cart; 

And often took leave; but was loth to depart. 
Derry down, &c. 


What frightens you thus, my good Son? ſays the 
Prieſt: 
You murther'd, are ſorry, and have been confeſt. 
O Father! my Sorrow will ſcarce ſave my Bacon: 
For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that I was taken. 
Derry down, &c. 


Pough! pr'ythee neer trouble thy Head with ſuch 
Fancies: 
Rely on the Aid you ſhall have from Saint Francis: 
If the Money you promis'd be brought to the Cheſt; 
You have only to dye: let the Church do the reſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


And what will Folks ſay, if they ſee you afraid? 
It reflects upon me; as I knew not my Trade: 
Courage, Friend; to day is your Period of Sorrow; 
And Things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 

Derry down, &c. 


To-morrow ? our Hero reply'd in a Fright: 
He that's hang'd before Noon, ought to think of to-night. 
Tell your Beads, quoth the Prieſt, and be fairly truſs'd up: 
For you ſurely to- night ſhall in Paradiſe ſup. 
Derry down, &c. | 


Alas! quoth the *Squire,howe'er ſumptuous the Treat, 


Parbleu, I ſhall have little Stomach to Eat: 
5 ö I ſhould 
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mould therefore eſteem ir great Favour, and Grace; 
Pou'd you be ſo kind, as to go in my Place. 

Derry down, &cc. 


EX Thar I wou'd, quoth the Father, and thank you to 
| boot; 

Bur our Actions, you know, with our Duty muſt ſuit. 
he Feaſt, I. propos'd to you, I cannot taſte: 
For this Night, by our Order, is mark'd for a Faſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then turning about to the W he ſaid ; 
Diſpatch me, I pr*ythee, this troubleſome Blade: 
For thy Cord, and my Cord both equally tie; 

And we live by the Gold, for which other Men dye. 


mm EFT 47 A 


© Stet quicunque volet potens 
Aula culmine lubrico, &c. Seneca · 


NT ERRd beneath this Marble Stone, 
1 Lies ſaunt'ring Jack, and idle Joan. 
hile rolling threeſcore Years and One 

Did round this Globe their Courſes run; 
If Human Things went ill or well; 
Af changing Empires roſe or fell; 
The Morning paſt, the Evening came, 
And found this Couple till the ſame. 
hey walk'd and cat, good Folks: What then? 
EW hy then they walk'd and eat again: 

They ſoundly ſlept the Night away: 
They did juſt nothing all the Day: 
And having bury'd Children four, 

NMou' d not take Pains to try for more. 

Nor Siſter either had, nor Brother: 
They ſeem'd juſt tally d for each other. 
| 1 Their 
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Their Moral and Oeconomy 
Moſt perfectly they made agree: 
Each Virtue kept its proper Bound; 
Nor treſpaſs'd on the other's Ground, 
Nor Fame, nor Cenſure they regarded : 
They neither puniſh'd, nor rewarded. 
He card not what the Foot- men did: 
Her Maids ſhe neither prais'd, nor chid: 
So ev'ry Servant took his Courſe; 
And bad at firſt, they all grew worſe. 
Slothful Diſorder fill'd his Stable; 
And ſluttiſh plenty deck'd her Table. 
Their Beer was ſtrong; their Wine was Port; 
Their Meal was large; their Grace was ſhort. 
They gave the Poor the Remnant - meat, 
Juſt when it grew not fit to eat. 

They pay'd the Church and Pariſh- Rate; 
And took, but read not the Receipt: 
For which they claim'd their Sunday's Due, 
Of flumb' ring in an upper Pew. 

No Man's Defe&s Lock they to know; 
So never made themſelyes a Foe. 
No Man's good Deeds did they commend ; 
So never rais'd themſelves a Friend. 
Nor cheriſh'd they Relations poor : 
That might decreaſe their preſent Store. 
Nor Barn nor Houſe did they repair : 
Thar might oblige their future Heir. 

They neither added, nor confounded: 
They neither wanted, nor abounded. 
Each Chriſtmas they Accompts did clear; 
And wound their Bottom round the Year. 
Nor Tear, nor Smile did they imploy 
At News of Publick Grief, or Joy. 
When Bells were rung, and banks made; 
If ask'd, they ne'er deny'd their Aid: 
Their Jugg was to the Ringers carry'd; 
Who ever either dy'd or marry'd. 
Their Billet at the Fire was found; 
Who ever was depos'd, or crown'd. 


Nor 
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Nor Good, nor Bad, nor Fools, nor Wiſe; | 

WT hey wou'd not learn, nor cou'd adviſe: 

Poichout Love, Hatred, Joy, or Fear, 

hey led a kind of as it were: 

Nor wiſh'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cry'd: 
And ſo they liv'd; and fo they dy'd. 
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ORACE Lib. I. Epiſt. IX. 


Peptimius, Claudi, nimirum intelligit unus, 
Quanti me facias: &c. 


IMITAT E b. 


—— 


To the RIGHT HONOURABLE 


* 


EZ Tho' I plain Mat, you Miniſter of State. 
One Word from me, without all doubt, he ſays, 
Wou'd fix his Fortune in ſome little Place. 
Thus better than my ſelf, ir ſeems, he knows, 
How far my Intereſt with my Patron goes; 
And anſwering all Objections I can make, 
Still plunges deeper in his dear Miſtake. 
From . wild Fancy, Sir, there may proceed 
One wilder yet, which I foreſee, and dread; 
That I, in fact, a real Intereſt have, 
Which to my own Advantage I wou'd fave, 
And, with the uſual Courtier's Trick intend! 
To ſerve my ſelf, forgetful of my Friend. 
To ſhun this Cenſure, I all ſhame lay by; 


And make my Reaſon with his Will comply; 


Hop- 
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Hoping, for my Excuſe, twill be confeſt, 
That of two Evils I have choſe the leaſt. 

So, Sir, with this Epiſtolary Scroll, 

Receive the Partner of my inmoſt Soul: 
Him you will find in Letters, and in Laws 
Not unexpert, firm to his Country's Cauſe, 
Warm in the glorious Intereſt you purſue, 
And, in one Word, a good Man and a true, 


TO Mr. HARLEY. 


Wounded by : f 

| os 
GUISCARD, uu 
ab ipſo . 

Ducit opes animumque ferro. Hor. We, 
1 E 


N one great Now, ſuperior to an Age, 
I The full Extremes of Nature's Force we find: 
How Heav'nly Virtue can exalt; or Rage 
Infernal, how degrade the human Mind. 
II | 


While the fierce Monk does at his Tryal ſtand; 
He chews Revenge, abjuring his Offence: 
Guile in his Tongue, and Murther in his Hand, 
He ſtabs his Judge, to prove his Innocence. 

| Hl 


The guilty Stroke and Torture of the Steel 
Infix'd, our dauntleſs Briton ſcarce perceives: 
The Wounds his Country from his Death muſt feel, 
The Patriot views; for thoſe alone he grieves. 
IV. 
The barb'rous Rage that durſt attempt thy Life, 
Harley, great Counſellor, extends thy Fame: = 
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Wind the ſharp Point of cruel Guiſcard's Knife, 
nin Braſs and Marble carves thy deathleſs Name. 


EFaithful Aſſertor of thy Country's Cauſe, | 
Britain with Tears ſhall bathe thy glorious Wound: 
Phe for thy Safety ſhall enlarge her Laws; 
And in ts Statutes ſhall thy Worth. be found. 
„ 
et midſt her Sighs ſhe triumphs, on the Hand 
Reflecting, that diftus'd the Publick Woe; 
Stranger to her Altats, and her Land: 
No Son of her's could meditate this Blow. 
; VII. 
lean time thy Pain is gracious Anna's Care: 
Our Queen, our Saint, with ſacrificing Breath 
Poftens thy Anguiſh: In her p-w'rful Pray'r 
he pleads thy Service, and forbids thy Death. 
: VIII. 
Preat as thou art, thou can'ſt demand no more, | 
0 Breaſt bewail'd by Earth, preſery'd by Heay'n! 
No higher can aſpiring Virtue ſoar: 
Enough to thee of Grief, and Fame is giv'n. 
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RB EXTZNM TORE INVITATION 
to the EAR L of OXFORD, Lord 
High Treaſurer. 1712. 


ND 5 UR weekly Friends to-morrow meet 
At Matthew's Palace, in Duke-Street 3 
try for once, if they can dine 

n Bacon-Ham, and Mutton-Chine: 

as weary'd wich the great Affairs, 

F hich Britain truſts to Harley's Cares, 
ou, humble Stateſman, may ſt deſcend, 
hy Mind one Moment to unbend ; 
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| To ſee thy Servant from his Soul 
14 Crown, with thy Health the ſprightly Bowl: 
1 Among the Gueſts, which e' er my Houſe 
| Receiv'd, it never can produce 
Of Honour a more glorious Proof —— 
Tho? Dorſet us'd to bleſs the Roof. 


NNN AAGNNAAR | 
ERLE ROBERT's MICE 


InCHAUCE R's SrtiLE. 


W AY Mice, full blythe and amicable, 
Batten beſide Erle Robert's Table. 
Lies there ne Trap their Necks to catch, 
Ne old black Cat their Steps to watch. 
Their Fill they eat of Fowl and Fiſh; 
Feaſt-lyche as Heart of Mouſe mote wiſh. 
As Gueſts far jovial at the Board, 
Forth leap'd our Mice: Eftſoons the Lord 
Of Boling, whilome John the Saint, 
Who maketh oft Propos full queint, 
Laugh'd jocund, and aloud he cry'd, 
To Matthew ſeated on t'oth' fide; 
To thee, lean Bard, it doth pertain 
Jo underſtand theſe Creatures tweine. 
1 Come frame us now ſome clean Device, 
| | Or playſant Rhime on yonder Mice: 
| They ſeem, God ſhield me, Mat. and Charles. 
| Bad as Sir Topaz, or *Squire - "ka 
| | 1 (Matthew did for the nonce reply) 
— 1 At Emblem, or Device am I: 
But could I chaunt, or rhime, pardie, 
Clear as Dan Chaucer, or as thee; 
Ne Verſe from me (ſo God me ſhrive) 
On Mouſe, or other Beaſt alive. 


Ceri 
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rtes, I have theſe many Days 

Went myne Poetic Herd to graze. 

Ne armed Knight ydrad in War 

rich Lyon fierce will I compare: 

Ne judge unjuſt with furred Fox, 
WHarming in Secret Guiſe the Flocks, 

Ne Pricſt unworth of Goddeſs Coat, 

o Swine ydrunk, or filthy Stoat. 

Wlk Simile farwell for aye, + 

From Elephant, I trow, to Flea. 

= Reply'd the friendlike Peer, I weene, 
Matthew is angred on the Spleen. 

Ne ſo, quoth Mat. ne ſhall be cer, 
ich Wit that falleth all ſo fair: 
Efrſoons, well weet ye, mine Intent 
Woweth to your Commaundement. 

If by theſe Creatures ye have ſeen, 
EPourtrayed Charles and Matthew been; 
Wchoyerh neet to wreck my Brain, 

he reſt in Order to explain. 

That Cup- board, where the Mice diſport, 


WT herein is Space enough, I trow, 

For elke Comrade to come and goe: 

nd therein eke may both be fel 

Nich Shiver of the Wheaten Bread. 

Ind when, as theſe mine Eyen ſurvey, 

Whey ceaſe to skip, and ſqueak, and play; 
Neturn they may to different Cells, | 
uditing one, whilſt t'other tells. 

Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whoſe Mind 
bounteous Deed no Mean can bind; 
ow as I hope to grow devour, 

deem this Matter well made out. 

ugh I, whilſt thus I ſerious pray? 

chat be wrought which Mar. doth ſay : 

5 ea, quoth the Erle; bur not to Day. 
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liken to St. Stephen's Court: Exchequer. 


; 


1 
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Cp ihe ir Wh Eh I ! ES EE Ee es 


In the ſame STYLE. 


425 ULL oft doth Mat. with Topaz dine, 
F Eateth bak d Meats, drinketh Greek Wine: 
But Topaz his own Werke rehearſeth; 

And Mat. mote praiſe what Topax verſeth. 
Now ſure as Prieſt did * ſhrive Sinner; 
Full hardly earneth Mat. His Dinner. 


WL ihe ih Who Wh es! ges 
In the ſame STYLE. 


AIR Suſan did her Wif-hede well maintcine, 
Algates aſſaulted fore by Letchours tweine: 
Now, and I read aright that Auncient Song, 
Olde were the Paramours, the Dame full yong. 
Had thilke ſame Tale in other Guiſe been tolde; 
Had they been yong (pardie) and ſhe been Olde; 
That, by St. Kit, had wrought much ſorer Tryal; 
Full marveillous, I wote, were ſwilk Denyal. 


Serra 


A F LOV E R. 


Painted by 


SIMON VAR EL SI. 


HEN fam'd Varelſt this little Wonder drew; 
Flora vouchſaf d the growing Work to view: 
Finding the Painters Science at a Stand, 


The Goddeſs ſnatch'd the Pencil from his Hand X ; 


= 
_ : 
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d finiſhing the Piece, ſhe ſmiling ſaid; 
3chold one Work of mine, that nc'er ſhall fade, 
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PLC CNC CCCB 

To the LA D ] 
ELIZABETH HARLEY, | 
Since MAR CHIONEss of 


CARMARTHEN, 


Dn a CoL UN of Her DRawiNG. 


HE N future Ages ſhall with wonder view, 

Theſe glorious Lines which Harley's Daughter 
drew; 

ey ſhall comfeſi, that Britain could not raiſe 

furer Column to the Father's Praiſe, 


Frotogenes and Apelles. 


7 HEN Poets wrote, and Painters drew, 
TY As Nature pointed out the View: 
Wc Gothick Forms were known in Greece, 
Þ ſpoil the well-proportion'd Piece: 
ina our Verſe e're Monkiſh Rhimes 
' Wt jangl'd their fantaſtick Chimes : 
z e on the flow' ry Lands of Rhodes 
: oſe Knights had fix'd their dull Abodes, 


ro knew not much to paint or write, 


or car'd to pray, nor dar'd to night: 


Protos 
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| Protogenes, Hiſtorians note, 
| Liv'd there, a Burgeſs Scot and, Lot; 
And, as old Pliny's Writings ſhow, 
Apelles did the ſame at Co. 
Agreed theſe Points of Time, and Place, 
Proceed we in the preſent Caſe. 
Picqu'd by Protogenes's Fame, 
From Co to Rhodes, Apelles came; 
To ſee a, Rival and a Friend, 
Prepar'd to cenſure, or commend, 
Here to abſolve, and there object, 
As Art with Candor might direct. 
He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings: 
His Servants follow with the Things: 
Appears the Governante of th* Houſe: 
(For ſuch in Greece were much in uſe.) 
If young or handſom, yea or no, 
Concerns not, me, or thee to know, 
Does Squire Protogenes live here? 
Ves, Sir, ſays ſhe with gracious Air, 
And Curt'ſy low; but juſt. calPd. our 
By Lords peculiarly devout ; 
Who came on purpoſe, Sir, to borrow 
Our Venus, for the Feaſt ro-morrow, 
To grace the Church: Tis Venus Day: 
I hope, Sir, you intend to ſtay 
To ſce our Venus: "Tis the Piece 
The moſt renown'd throughout all Greece, 
So like th' Original, the By : 
But I have no great Skill that way: 
But, Sir, at Six ('tis now paſt Three) 
Dromo muſt make my Maſter's Tea: 
At Six, Sir, if you pleaſe to come, 
You'll find my Maſter, Sir, at home. 
Tea, ſays a Critic big with Laughter, 
Was Cond ſome rwenty Ages after: 
Authors, before they write, ſnou'd read: 
"Tis very true; but-we'lÞproceed. 
And, Sir, at preſent wou'd you: pleaſe 
To kaye your Name Fair: Maiden, yes 4 


1 * 
\ 
- 


each me that Board. No ſooner ſpoke 
at done, with one judicious Stroke, 

n the plain Ground Apelles drew 

N Circle regularly true: 


To ſhew your Maſter this from me ? 
By it he preſently will know, 
ow Painters write their Names at Co. 
ne gave the Pannel to the Maid. 
Fmiling and _— Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
dall not fail to t 4 Maſter : - 
WAnd, Sir, for fear of all Diſaſter, 
u keep it my own ſelf: Safe bind, 
. the old Proverb, and ſafe find. 
po, Sir, as ſure as Key or Lock 
Y our Servant Sir - at Six a Clock. 
WE Again at Six Apelles came; 
Found the ſame prating civil Dame. 
Sir, that my Maſter has been here, 
will by the Board it ſelf appear. 
1 x from the perfect Line he found, 


Ale has preſum'd to ſwell the Round, 
Or Colours on the Draught to lay; 
is thus (he order'd me to ſay) 
Thus write the Painters of this Iſle: 
Let thoſe of Co remark the Style. 

= She ſaid; and to his Hand reſtor'd 
he Rival Pledge, the Miſſive Board. 


7 
— 


pon the happy Line were laid 
uch obvious Light, and eaſie Shade; 
That Paris“ Apple ſtood confeſt, 
Or Leda's Egg, or Cloe's Breaſt. 
= Apelles view'd the finiſh'd Piece; 
And live, ſaid he, the Arts of Greece! 
Howe'er Protogenzs and I. 
NMay in our Rival Talents vie; 


Howe'er our Works may have expreſs'd, 


Nho trueſt drew; or coldur'd beſt; 
When he beheld my flowing Line; 
Wc found ar leaſt I cou d dengn: 
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Und will you pleaſe, Sweer-heart, ſaid he, 
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And from his artful Round, I grant, 


— 


2 0 EMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 


That he with perfect Skill can paint. 
The dulleſt Genius cannot fail 

To find the Moral of my Tale: 

That the diſtinguiſh'd Part of Men, 

With Compaſs, Pencil, Sword, or Pen, 

Shou'd in Liſc's Viſit leave their Name, 

In Characters, which may proclaim 

That they with Ardor ſtrove to raiſe 

At once their Arts, and Country's Praiſe: 

And in their Working took great Care, 

That all was full, and round, and fair. 


| AND 
HERACLITUS. 


D E MOCRITUS, dear Droll, reviſit Earth, 
And with our Follies glut thy heighten'd Mirth: 
Sad Heraclitus, ſerious Wretch, return, 

In louder Grief our greater Crimes to mourn. 
Between you both I unconcern'd ſtand by: 

Hurt, can I laugh? and honeſt, need I cry? 


To live: Alas! one Moment ſets us ev n. 


Ty me twas given to die: To thee 'tis giv'n 
Mark! how impartial is the Will of Heav'n? 
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555555588 
HGualterus Daniſtonus ad Amicos. 

ES, UM Studeo fungi fallentis munere vitæ, 

y d Adfectoque viam ſedibus Elyſiis, 

Hrctoa florens Sophia, Samiiſque ſuperbus 

Diſcipulis, Animas morte carere cano. 

3s ego corporibus profugas ad ſidera mitto 3 

S ideraque ingreſſis otia blanda dico; 

ZDualia conveniunt Divis, queis fata volebant 

& Vitai faciles molliter ire vias: 

Finaque Colicolis media inter gaudia libo : 

Et me quid majus ſuſpicor efle viro. 

ed ſuerint nulli forſan, quos ſpondeo, cli ; 

LNullaque ſint Ditis Numina, nulla Jovis: 

Fabula ſit terris agitur quæ vita relictis; 

Quique ſuperſtes, Homo; qui nihil, eſto Deus. 

namen eſſe hilares, et inanes mittere curas 
Proderit, ac vitæ commoditate fruj, 

Et feſtos agitàſſe dies, ævique fugacis, 

Ez Tempora perpetuis detinuiſſe jocis. 

His me parentem præceptis occupet Orcus, 

Et Mors; ſeu Divum, ſeu nihil efle velit: 


| ; am Sophia Ars illa eſt, quæ fallere ſuavitèr horas 
Admonet, atque Orci non timuiſſe minas. 


= i{MITATED, 


&Q T1 UDIOUS the buſie Moments to deceive, 
hat fleet between the Cradle and the Grave, 
credit what the Grecian Dictates ſay, 
d Samian Sounds o'er Scotia's Hills convey. 
Fhen mortal Man reſigns his tranſient Breath; 
e Body only I give Oer to Death. 
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24 POEMS on ſeveral Orcaſions. 


The Parts diſſolv'd, and broken Frame I mourn: 


What came from Earth, I ſee to Earth return. 
The Immaterial Part, th* Ætherial Soul, 


Nor can Change vanquiſh, nor can Death controul, 


Glad I releaſe it from it's Partner's Cares; 
And bid good Angels waft it to the Stars. 


Then in the flowing Bowl I drown thoſe Sighs, 
Which, ſpight of Wiſdom, from our Weakneſs rife 
The — to the Dead's Mem'ry I commend, 


And offer to the now immortal Friend. 
But if oppos'd to what my Thoughts approve, 


Nor Pluto's Rage there be, nor Pow'r of Jove; 


On it's dark Side if thou the Proſpect take; 
Grant all eget beyond black Lethe's Lake: 
In total Death ſuppoſe the Mortal lye, 
No new Hereafter, nor a future Sky : 

Yer bear thy Lot content; yet ceaſe to grieve: 


Why, e're Death comes, doſt thou forbear to live? 


The little Time thou haſt, twixt Inſtant Now 
And Fate's Approach, is all the Gods allow: 
And of this little haſt thou ought to ſpare 

To ſad Reflection, and corroding Care? 

The Moments paſt, if thou art wiſe, retrieve 
With pleaſant Mem'ry of the Bliſs they gave. 
The preſent Hours in preſent Mirth employ 
And bribe the furure with the Hopes of Joy.) 
The future (few. or more, howe'er they be) 
Were deſtin'd e'rſt; nor can by Fate's Decree 
Be now cut off, betwixt the Grave and thee. 


THE 
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M N EDEDEDED TID eee 
THE SECOND 


F 


Callimachus. To Apollo. 


AH! how the Laurel, great Apollo's Tree, 
o And all the Cavern ſhakes! far off, far off, 
The Man that is unhallow'd: For the God, 
Ihe God approaches. Hark! he knocks : the Gates 
Feel the glad Impulſe: And the ſever'd Bars 
BZ Submiſſive clink againſt their brazen Portals. 
Why do the Delian Palms incline their Boughs, 
== Sclf-moy'd : And hov'ring Swans, their Throats releas'd 
From native Silence, * Sounds harmonious? 
Begin, young Men, the Hymn: Let all your Har 
Pins Weil heit * e and the . 1 
In myſtic Numbers trod, explain the Muſic. 
hut firſt by ardent Pray'r, and clear Luſtration 
Purge the contagious Spots of Human Weakneſs: 
# Impure no Mortal can behold Apollo. : 
So may ye flouriſh, favour'd by the God, 
In Youth with happy Nuptials, and in Age 
wWith filver Hairs, and fair Deſcent of Children; 
So lay Foundations for aſpiring Cities, 
And bleſs your ſpreading Colonies Encreaſe. 
| Pay ſacred Rev'rence to Apollo's Song; 
Leſt wrathful the far-ſhooting God emitt 
His fatal Arrows. Silent Nature ſtands ; 
And Seas ſubſide, obedient to the Sound 
Of To, Jo Pean! nor dares Thetis 
Longer bewail her lov'd Achilles? Death: 


— 
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His Feet are ſhod ; how rich! how beautiful! 
Beneath his Steps the yellow Mirrral riſes ; 


Now drop'd their two-fold Burdens. Bleſt the Cattle, 
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For Phœbus was his Foe. Nor muſt ſad Niobe 
In fruitleſs Sorrow perſevere, or weep 
Ev'n thro* the Phrygian Marble. Hapleſs Mother! 
Whoſe Fondneſs cou'd compare her mortal Off. ſpring 
To thoſe which fair Latona bore to Jove. 
To ! again repeat ye, Jo Pean/ 
Againſt the Deity tis hard to ſtrive. 
He = reſiſts the Power of Ptolemy, 
Reſiſts the Pow'r of Heav'n: For Pow'r from Heay'n 
Derives; and Monarchs rule by Gods appointed, 
Recite Apollo's Praiſe, till Night draws on, 
The Ditty till unfiniſh'd ; and the Day 
Unequal to the Godhead's Attributes 
Various, and Matter copious of your Songs. 
Sublime at Jove's right Hand Apollo fits, 
And thence diſtributes Honour, gracious King, 
And Theme of Verſe perpetual. From his Robe 
Flows Light ineffable: His Harp, his Quiver, 
And Lian Bow are Gold: With Golden Sandals 


And Earth reveals her Treaſures, Youth and Beauty 
Eternal deck his Cheek: From his fair Head 
Perfumes diſtill their Sweets; and chearful Health, 
His dutious Handmaid, thro” the Air improv'd, 
With laviſh Hand diffuſes Scents Ambrofial. 

The Spear-man's Arm by thee, great God, directed, 
Sends forth a certain Wound. The Laurel'd Bard, 
Inſpir'd by thee, compoſes Verſe Immortal. | 
Tg by thy Art Divine, the ſage Phyſician 
Eludes the Urn; and chains, or exiles Death. 

Thee Nomian we adore; for that from Heav'n 
Deſcending, thou on fair Amphryſus Banks 
Did'ſt guard Admetus Herds, Sithence the Cow 
Produc'd an ampler Store of Milk; the She-Goat 
Not without Pain dragg'd her diſtended Udder ; 
And Ewes, that erſt brought forth bur ſingle Lambs, 


On which Apollo caſt his fav'ring Eye! 
Bur, Phxbus, thou to Man beneficent, 8 
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W pclight'ft in building Cities. Bright Diana, | W 
W Kind Siſter to thy infant-deity BW 
= New-wean'd, and juſt arifing from the Cradle, #8 
Brought hunted wild-Goars Heads, and branching Ant- 3» 
of Stags, the Fruit and Honour of her Toil. (lers i 
EE Theſe with diſcerning Hand thou knew'ſt to range, | 
(Young as thou waſt) and in the well-fram'd Models, 
Wich Emblemaric Skill, and myſtic Order, 
Thou ſhew'dſt, where Towers, or Battlements ſhould 
4 riſe; 
here Gates ſhould open; or where Walls ſhould 
F compaſs : 

While from thy Childiſh Paſtime Man receiv'd 
he future Strength, and Ornament of Nations. 

Battus, our great Progenitor, now touch'd 

The Lybian Strand; when the fore-boding Crow 

Flew on the Right before the People, marking 

The Country deſtin'd the auſpicious Seat 
| Of furure Kings, and fayour of the God, 
Whoſe Oarh is ſure, and Promiſe ſtands eternal. 


Larnean let me call thee; for my Country 
Lalls thee Carnean: The fair Colony 

Thrice by thy gracious Guidance was tranſported, 
Fre ſertl'd in Cyrene; there w* appointed 

Thy annual Feaſts, kind God, and bleſs thy Altars 
moaking with Hecatombs of ſlaughter'd Bulls; 
s Carnus, thy High-Prieſt, and favour'd Friend, 
Flad er'ſt ordain'd ; and with myſterious Rites, 
Por great Forefathers taught their Sons to worſhip. 
=W Carnean Phabus! To Pean! 

he yellow Crocus there, and fair Narciſſus 
eſerve the Honours of their Winter- Store, 
o. deck thy Temple; till returning Spring 
icfuſes Nature's various Pride; and Flowers 
umerable, by the ſoft South · weſt 
pen d, and gather'd by Religious Hands, 
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And carries forward with his ſtupid Force 
Polluting Dirt; his Torrent ſtill augmenting, 


— 
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Rebound their Sweets from thiodoriffrous Payemey 

Perpetual Fires ſhine hallow'd on thy Altars. | 

When Annual the Carnean Feaſt is held, 

The warlike Zybians clad in Armour, lead 

The Dance, with clanging Swords and Shields they 

bear 

The dreadful Meafure : In the Chorus join 

Their Women, brown burbeauriful : Such Rites 

To thee well-pleafing. Nor had yet thy Voraries, 

From Greece tranſplanted, touch'd Cyrene's Banks, 

And Lands determin'd for their laſt Abodes; 

But wander'd thro* Azilis' horrid Foreſt 

Diſpers'd: when from Myrtuſa's craggy Brow, 

Fond of the Maid, auſpicious to che City, 

Which muſt hereafter bear her favour'd Name, 

Thou gracious deign'ſt to let the fair one view 

Her Typic People; thou with Pleaſure taught'ſt her 

To draw the Boy, to flay the ſhaggy Lyon, 

And ſtop the ſpreading Ruin of the Plains. 

Happy the Nymph, who honour'd by thy Paſſion, 

Was aided by thy Pow'r! The monſt'rous Python 

Durſt tempt thy Wrath in vain: for dead he fell, 

To thy great Strength, and golden Arms uncqual. 
Jo while thy unerring Hand elanc'd 

Another, and another Dart; the People 

Joyful repeated, To! Io Pean! : 

Elance the Dart, Apollo: for the Safety, 

And Health of Man, gracious thy Mother bore thee. 
Envy thy lateſt Foe ſuggeſted thus: 

Like thee I am a Pow'r immortal; therefore 

To thee dare ſpeak. How can'ſt thou favour par 

Thoſe Poets who write little? Vaſt and great 

Is what I love: The far extended Ocean 

To a ſmall Riv'ler I prefer. Apollo : 

Spurn'd Envy with his Foot; and thus the God: 

Damon, the head-long Current of Euphrates, 

Aſſyrian River, copious runs, but muddy; 


38 


* 
© 
* 
. v 
4 . 
* 
ET? 
4 
* 
3 
2 D 
4 
of $ 
* 
. 1 V 
ky 1 
1 þ 
2 
1 


His Wave ſtill more defil'd : Mean while the N yas 
e. 
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eliſſan, ſacred and recluſe to Ceres, ö 
WScudious to have their Offi rings well recav'd, 

And fit for Heav'nly Uſe, from little Urns 
our Streams _ and 1 Waters. 
J Apollo, mi ing, n 
| 1 and VEG oem Lethe's Lake 
Draw Tons unmeaſurable; while thy Favour 
Adminiſters to my ambirious Thirſt 2 
he wholeſome Draught from Aganippe's Spring 
Genuine, and with ſoft Murmurs gently rillin 
Ado wn the Mountains, where thy Daughters haunt. 


. 
U 
AP ARAPHR As E on the Thir- 


teenth CHAPTER of the Firſt Epis- 
T LE to the CORINTAITANS. 


* ID ſweeter Sounds adorn my flowing Tongue, 
. D Than ever Man pronounc'd, or Angel ſung: 
Had I all Knowledge, Human and Divine, 

That Thought can reach, or Science can define ; 
And had I Power to give that Knowledge Birth, 

In all the Speeches of the babling Earth: 

Did Shadrach's Zeal my glowing Breaſt inſpire, 
Io weary Tortures, and rejoice in Fire: 

i 7 Or had I Faith like that which Iſrael ſaw, 

When Moſes gave them Miracles, and Law: 

Let, gracious Charity, indulgent Gueſt, 

Were not thy Pow'r exerted in my Breaſt ; 

Wy Thoſe Speeches would ſend up unheeded Pray'r : 

That Scorn of Life would be but wild Deſpair : 

A Tymbal's Sound were better than my Voice: 
My Faith were Form: my Eloquence were Noiſe. 

| Chari- 
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Charity, decent, modeſt, eaſy, kind, 
Softens the high, and rears the abject Mind; 


Knows with juſt Reigns, and gentle Hand to guide, 


Betwixt vile Shame, and arbitrary Pride. 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives; 

And much ſhe ſufters, as ſhe much believes. 
Soft Peace ſhe brings where-ever ſhe arrives: 
She builds our Quiet, as ſhe forms our Lives; 
Lays the rough Paths of peeviſh Nature ev'n; 
And opens in each Heart a little Heav'n. 

Each other Gift, which God on Man beſtows, 
It's proper Bounds, and due Reſtriction knows; 
To one fix't Purpoſe dedicates it's Pow'r; 

And finiſhing it's Act, exiſts no more. 

Thus, in Obedience to what Heav'n decrees, 
Knowledge ſhall fail, and Prophecy ſhall ceaſc: 
But laſting Charity's more ample Sway, 

Nor bound by Time, nor ſubject to Decay, 
In happy Triumph ſhall for ever live, 


 Andendleſs Good diffuſe, and endleſs Praiſe receive, 


As thro* the Artiſt's intervening Glaſs, 
Our Eye obſerves the diſtant Planets paſs ; 
A little we diſcover ; but allow, 
That more remains unſeen, than Art can ſhow : 
So whilſt our Mind it's Knowledge would improve; 


(It's feeble Eye intent on Things above) 


High as we may, we lift our Reaſon up, 
By Faith directed, and confirm'd by Hope: 
Yer are we able only to ſurvey 
Dawnings of Beams, and Promiſes of Day. 
Heav'n's fuller effluence mocks our dazl'd Sight; 
Too great it's Swiftneſs, and too ſtrong it's Light. 
But ſoon the mediate Clouds ſhall be diſpell'd: 
The Sun ſhall ſoon be Face to Face beheld, : 
In all his Robes, with all his Glory on, 
Seated ſublime on his meridian Throne. 
Then conſtant Faith, and holy Hope ſhall dic, 
One loſt in certainty, and one in joy : 
Whilſt thou, more happy Pow'r, fair Charity, 
Triumphant Siſter, greateſt of the Three, 
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rhy Office, and thy Nature ſtill the ſame, 
Laſtin chy Lamp, and unconſum'd thy Flame, 
halt {till ſurvive = 
chalt ſtand before the Hoſt of Heav'n confeſt, 
Tor ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 


p Engraven on a COLUMN 
d In the CM ux c Hof 
HALSTE AD in ESSEXR, 


© The Spire of which, burnt down by Lightning, was 
* rebuilt at the Expence of Mr. SA MUEL FIS XE, 
1717. | 


1 not this Spire by Meaſure giv'n 

I To Buildings rais'd by common Hands: 
That Fabric riſes high as Heav'n, 

Whoſe Baſis on Devotion ſtands. 


While yet we draw this vital Breath, 

© We can our Faith and Hope declare: 
But Charity beyond our Death, 
Will ever in our Works appear. 

heſt be he call'd among good Men, 
Who to his God this Column rais'd : 
Tho Lightning ſtrike the Dome again; 
Ihe Man, who built it, ſhall be prais'd. 


let Spires and Towers in duſt ſhall lye, 
Ihe weak Efforts of Human Pains : 
And Faith, and Hope themſelves ſhall die; 
While Deathleſs Charity remains. 
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S See ee e c ce eee 
WRITTEN IN 


MONTAIGNE's Essay; 


Given to the Dux k of SHREWSBURY 
FRANCE, after the Peace, 1713. 


ICTATE, O mighty Judge, what thou haſt ſea 
Of Cities, and of Courts, of Books, and Men; 
And deign to let thy Servant hold the Pen, 


Thro' Ages thus I may preſume to live; 
And from the Tranſcript of thy Proſe receive, 
What my own ſhorr-liv'd Verſe can never give. 


Thus ſhall fair Britain with a gracious Smile 
Accept the Work; and the inſtructed Iſle, 
For more than Treaties made, ſhall bleſs my Toll. 


Nor longer hence the Gallic Style preferr'd, 
Wiſdom in Engliſh Idiom ſhall be heard; 


While Talbot tells the World, where Montaigneerr'l, 


OED DCE rg %5nqnz oc 


An EIS T EE 


Deſiring the 
QU EE Nes Picrtuxs, 


Written at PARIS, 1714. But left unfiniſh'd, by 
the ſudden News of Her MAIES T's Death. 


HE Train of Equipage and Pomp of State, 
The ſhining Sid A. 4 


board, and the burniſh'd 7 
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t other Miniſters, Great Anne, require; 
Ind partial fall thy Gift to their Deſixe. 
o the fair Portrait of my Sov'reign Dame, 
To chat alone, eternal be my Claim. . 
My bright Defender, and my dread Delight, 
i ever I found Favour in thy Sight; 
) all the Pains that for thy Britain's Sake 
y paſt has took, or future Life may take, 
a grateful to my Queen; permit my Pray'r, 
d with this Gift reward my total Care. 
Will thy indulgent Hand, fair Saint, allow 
The Boon? and will thy Ear accept the Vow ? 
That in deſpight of Age, of impious Flame, 
And eating Time, thy Picture like thy Fame 
Entire may laſt; that as their Eyes ſurvey 
The ſemblant Shade, Men yet unborn may ſay; 
Thus great, thus gracious look'd Britannia's Queen; 
Her Brow thus ſmooth, her Look was thus ſerene; 
When to a low, but to a Loyal Hand 
The mighty Empreſs gave her high Command, 
That he to Hoſtile Camps, and Kings ſhou'd haſte, 
To ſpeak her Vengeance, as their Danger paſt; 
To ſay, ſhe wills deteſted Wars to ceaſe; 
y © She checks her Conqueſt, for her Subjects Eaſe; 
And bids the World attend her Terms of Peace. 
Thee, gracious Anne, thee preſent I adore, 
Thee, Queen of Peace If Time and Fate have 
1 Pow'r 
Higher to raiſe the Glories of thy Reign; 
n Words ſublimer, and a nobler Strain, 
Nay future Bards the mighty Theme rehearſe. 
Here, Stator Jove, and Phæbus King of Verſe, 
The Votive Tablet I ſuſpend * , | 
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5 — — N * 

8 ” ATTHEW met Richard; when or 
£ | where | 
3 From Stoxy is not mighty clear: 

a Of many knotty Points they ſpoke ; 
7 And pro and con by turns they took. 


| Rats half the Manuſcript have eat: 
Dire Hunger! which we ſtill regret: 
© O! may they ne'er again digeſt 
The Horrors of ſo ſad a Feaſt. 
Let leſs our Grief, if what remains, 
Dear Jacob, by thy Care and Pains 


18 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 
Shall-be ro future Times convey'd,, 5 
It thus begins: — c 

„ Hexe Marthew ſaid: 


"Alma in Verſe; in Proſe, the Mind, 
B wok. e by a veg 
Throughour Body ſquat ox tall 
Is, bona fide, all in all. * 
And yet, ſlap daſh, is all again 
In every Sinew, Nerve, and Vein. 
Runs here and there, like Hamlet's Ghoſt ; 
While every where ſhe rules the „ | 

This Syſtem, Richard, we are told, 
The Men of Oxford firmly hold. 
The Cambridge Wits, you know, deny 
With 1 e dixit to comply, | 
They ſay (for in good truth they ſpeak 
With ſmall Reſpect of that old Greek) 
Thar, putting all his Words together, 
?Tis three blew Beans in one blew Bladder, 
Alma, they ſtrenuouſly maintain, | 
Sits Cock-horſe on her Thrope, the Brain; 
And from that Seat of Thought diſpenſes 
Her Soy'reign Pleaſure to the Senſes. 
Two Optic Nerves, they ſay, ſhe tyes, 
Like Spectacles, a-croſs the Eyes; 
By which the Spirits bring her Word, 
Whene' er the Balls are faq, or ſtirr'd'; 

How quick at Park and Play they ftrike ; 

The Duke they court; the Toaſt they like; 
And at St. Jamęss turn their Grace 
From ſormer Friends, now out of Place. 

Without theſe Aids, to be more ſeripus, ' 

Her Pow'r, they hold, had been precarious: 
The Eyes might have conſpir'd her Ruin; 
And ſhe not known, what they were doing. 
Fooliſh it had been, and unkind, Ee 

Thar they ſhou'd ſee, and ſhe be blind. 

Wiſe Nature likewiſe, they ſuppoſe, 

Has drawn two Conduits down our Noſe: 
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Cou'd Alma elſe wich Judgmens rfl, 

When Cabbage ſtinks? or Roſes {mell > 

Or who wow ask for her 

Between an Ovyſler and: an Onion? 


For from moſt Bodies, Dick, you know, 
Some little Bits ask leave to flow 3 


And, as thro? theſe Canals they roll, 
Bring up a Sample of the whole. | 
Like Footmen running before Coaches, 


Io tell the Inn, what Lord approaches. 


By Nerves about our Palate plac d, 


E She likewiſe judges of the Taſte. 

© Elle (diſmal Thought!) our Warlike Men 
Might drink thick Port for fine Champagne, 
And our ill-judging Wives and Daughters 

5 Miſtake Small-beer for Citron· Waters. 


Hence too, that ſhe might better hear, 


1 She ſets a Drum at either Ear; 
And loud, or gentle, harſh or ſweet, 
Are but th* Alarums which they beat. 


Laſt, ro enjoy. her Senſe of Feeling 
(A Thing ſhe much. delights to deal in) 


A thouſand little Nerves ſhe ſends 
Quite to our Toes, and Fingers Ends; 
And theſe in Gratitude again 

# Return their Spirits to the Brain; 
In which their Figure being printed 

| (As juſt before, I think, I hinted) 
Alma inform'd can try the Caſe, 
As ſhe had been upon the Place. 


Thus, while the Judge gives diffrent Journics 
To Country Counſel, and: Attornies; 


| He on the Bench in quier fits, 
& Deciding, as they bring the Writs, 
The Pope thus prays and ſleeps at Nome, 


And very ſeldom ſtirs from home: 
Yer ſending forth. his Holy Spies, 


And having heard what they adviſe, 
He rules the Church's bleſt Dominions 3 


And ſets Men's Faith by his Opinions. | 
| The 
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The Scholars of the Sta 
Who for the old Opinion 
Would make their modern 
The Diff” rence but from more to leſs. 
The Mind, fay they, while you ſuſtain 
To hold her Station in the Brain; 

You grant, at leaſt, ſhe is extended: 
Ergo the whole Diſpute is ended. 

For, *till to-morrow ſhou'd you plead 
From Form and Structure of the Head; 
The Mind as viſibly is ſeen 
Extended thro* the whole Machine. 

Why ſhou'd all Honour then be ta'en 
From lower Parts to load the Brain ; 
When other Limbs we plainly ſee, 

Each in his way, as brisk as he? 

For Muſic, t the Head receives it; 
It is the Artiſt's Hand that gives it. | 
And tho” the Scull may wear the Laurel; 
The Soldier's Arm ſuſtains the Quarrel. 
Beſides, the Noſtrils, Ears and Eyes, 

Are not his Parts, but his Allies. 

Ev'n what you hear the Tongue proclaim, 
Comes ab Origine from them. 

What could the Head perform alone, 

If all their Friendly Aids were gone? 

A fooliſh Figure he muſt make; 

Do nothing elſe, bur ſleep and ake. 

Nor matters it, that you can ſhow, 
How to the Head the Spirits go. 

Thoſe Spirits ſtarted from ſome Goal, 
Before 4 thro* the Veins cou'd roll. 
Now we ſhould hold them much to blame, 
If they went back, before they came. 

If therefore, as we muſt ſuppoſe, 

They came from Fingers, and from Toes ; 
Or Toes, or Fingers, in this Caſc, 

Of Num-ſcull's Self ſhou'd take the Place. 
Diſputing fair, you grant thus much, 

That all Senſation is but Touch. 
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ip but your Toes into cold Water; 
Fr hcir Correſpohdent Teeth will chatter : 

And ſtrike the bottom of your Feet; | 

EY ou ſer your Head into a Hear. 6 

Ihe bully Beat, and happy Lover 

Confeſs, that Feeling lies all over. 

Note here, Lucretius dares to teach 
(As all our Youth may learn from Creech) 
That Eyes were made, but cou'd not view; 

Nor Hands embrace, nor Feet purſue: 

But heedleſs Nature did produce 

The Members firſt, and then the Uſe. 
What each muſt act, was yet unknown, 
Till all is mov'd by Chance alone. 

A Man firſt builds a Country Seat; 
Then finds the Walls not good to eat. 
Another plants, and wond' ring ſees 

Nor Books, nor Medals on his Trees. 
Yet Poet and r 16 JDT 

Was he, who durſt ſuch Whims aver. 

© Bleſt, for his Sake, be human Reaſon, 

© That came at all, tho? late, in Seaſon. 

E But no Man ſure &er left his Houſe 

And ſaddl'd Ball, with Thoughts fo wild, 

To bring a Midwife to his Spouſe, 

Before he knew ſhe was with Child. 

| And no Man ever reapt his Corn, 

Or from the Oven drew his Bread, 

: Eer Hinds and Bakers yet were born, 

That taught him both to ſow, and knead. 

$ Before they're ask'd, can Maids refuſe ? 

® Can ray, fays Dick, hold in your Muſe. 

While you Pindaric Truths rehearſe ; 

She hobbles in Alternate Verſe. 

Verſe? Mat. reply'd: is that my Care? 

© Go on, quoth Richard, ſoft and fair. 

This looks, friend Dick; as Nature had 

Bur exercis d the Saleſman's Trade: 

As if ſhe hap'ly had fat down, 

And cut out Cloaths for all the Town; 


Then ſent them aut to Monmouth-Street, 
To try, what Perſons they wou d fir, 
But ew ry free and licens d Taylor 
Would in this Theſis find a Failure. 
Should Whims like theſe his Head perplex, 
How could he work for either Sex 
His Cloaths, as Atomes might prevails 
Might fit a Piſmire, or a . 
No, no: He views with ſtudious Pleaſure 
Your Shape, before he takes your Meaſure. 
For real Kate he made the Boddice, 
And not for an Idaal Goddeſs. 
No Error near his Shop- board lurk'd: 
He knew the Folks for whom he work'd, 
Still to their Size he aim'd his Skill: 
Elſe, pr'ythee, who wou'd pay his Bill? 

Next, Dick, if Chance her ſelf ſhou'd vary; 
Obſerve, how Matters would miſcarry: 
Acroſs your Eyes, Friend, 1 your Shoes; 
Your Spectacles upon your Toes: 
Then you and Memmius ſhall agree, 
How nicely Men would walk, or ſee, 

But Wiſdom, peeviſh and. croſs-grain'd, 

Muſt be oppes'd, to be ſuſtain d. 
And ſtill your knowledge will increaſe, 
As you make other People's leſs. 
In Arms and Science tis the fame: 
Our Rival's Hurts create our Fame, 
Ar Faubert's if Diſputes ariſe : 
Among the Champions for the Prize; 
To prove who gave the fairer Butt, 
John (hows the Chalk on Robert's Coat. 
So, for the Honour of your Book, 
It tells, where other Folks. miſtoox: 
And, as their Notions you confound, 
Thoſe you invent get farther Ground. 

The Commentators on old Ari- 
Stotle (tis urg d) in Judgment vary: 

ey to their own Conceits have brought 


The Image of his general Thought. 
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Juſt as the Melancholie Eye 
Sees Fleets and Armies in the Sky; 

And to the poor Apprentice Ear 

The Bells found Whittington Lord May'r. 

IThe Conj'rer thus explains his Scheme, 

Thus Spirits walk, and Prophets dream: 

North. Britons thus have Second Sight; 

And Germans free from ſhot fight. 

| Theodoret, and Origen,, 

And fifty other learned Men 

Atteſt, that if their Comments find 

he Traces of their Maſter's Mind; 

Alma can ne er decay nor dye: 

This flatly t other Sect deny, 

simplicius, Theophraſt, Durand; | 

Great Names, but hard in Verſe to ſtand. 

They wonder Men ſhould have miſtook 

The Tenets of their Maſtet's Book; 

And hold, that Alma yields her Breath, 

EO'ercome by Age, and ſeiz d by Death. _ 

Now which were Wiſe? and which were Fools? 
Poor Alma firs berween two Stools : 

The more ſhe reads, the more perplext; 

© The Comment ruining the Text: | 
ENow fears, now hopes her doubtful Fare: 
But, Richard, let her look to that: 
© Theſe diff rent Syſffems, old or new, 

EA Man with half an Eye may ſee, 

Were only form'd to diſagree. ' 

Now to bring Things to fair Concluſion, 
And fave much Chriſtian Ink's Effuſion; 
Let 2 an healing Scheme, 

And fail along the middle Stream: 

For, Dick, if we could reconeile 

Old Ariſtotle with Gafſendus; _ 
How many would admire our Toll; 
And yer how few would comprehend us3 
þ Her e, Richard, let my Scheme commence. 
en! may my Words be loſt in Senſe; 


While 
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While pleas'd Thalia deigns to write 

The Shps and Bounds of Alma's Flight, 
Mu fimple Syſtem ſhall ſuppoſe, 

That Alma enters at the Toes ; | 
That then ſhe mounts by juſt Degrees 

Up to the Ancles, Legs, and Knees: 

Next as the Sap of Lite does riſe, 

She lends her Vigor to the Thighs : 

And, all theſe under-Regions paſt, 

She neſtles ſomewhere near the Waſte: 
Gives Pain or Plcaſure, Grief or Laughter ; 
As we ſhall ſhew at large hereafter, 
Mature, if not improv'd, by Time 

Up to the Heart ſhe loves to climb: 

From thence, compell'd by Craft and Age, 
She makes the Head her lateſt Stage. 

From the Feet upward to the Head 3 
Pithy, and ſhort, ſays Dick : proceed. 

Dick, this is not an idle Notion : 
Obſerve the Progreſs of the Motion. 

Firſt I demonſtratively prove, 

That Feet were only made to move; 
And Legs deſire to come and go: 
For they have nothing elſe to do. 

Hence, long before the Child can crawl, 
He learns to kick, and wince, and ſprawl: 
To hinder which, your Midwife knows 
To bind thoſe Parts extremely cloſe ; 

Leſt Alma newly enter'd in, 

And ſtunn'd at her own Chriſtning's Din, 
Fearful of future Grief and Pain, 

Should filently ſneak out again. 

Full piteous ſeems young Alma's Caſe : 

As in a luckleſs Gameſter's Place, 

She would not play, yer muſt not paſs. 

Again as ſhe grows ſomething ſtronger, 
And Maſter's Feet are ſwath'd no longer, 
If in the Night too oft he kicks, 

Or ſhows his Loco-morive Tricks; 
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ſe firſt Aſſaults fat Kate repays him, 

hen half aſleep ſhe T him. 

Now mark, dear Richard, from the Age 
That Children tread this Worldly Stage, 
WBroom-ſtaft or Poaker they beſtride, 

d round the Parlour love to ride; 

' Fr thoughtful Father's pious Care 

provides his Brood, next Smithfield Fair, 

With Supplemental Hobby-Horſes: 

And happy be their Infant Courſes! | 
Hence for ſome Years they ne'er ſtand till : 
heir Legs, you ſee, direct their Will. 
From opening Morn till ſerring Sun, 
Around the Fields and Woods they run: 
They frisk, and dance, and leap, and play; 
Nor heed, what Friend or Snape can ſay. 

15 her next Stage as Alma flies, 

And likes, as I have ſaid, the Thighs: 

With Sympathetick Pow'r ſhe warms, 
heir good Allies and Friends, the Arms. 
EW hile Betty dances on the Green; 

And Suſan is at Stool-ball ſeen: 

While John for Nine-pins does declare; 

And Roger loves to pitch the Bar; 

Both Legs and Arms ſpontaneous move: 
Which was the Thing I meant to prove. 

Another Motion now ſhe makes: 

D need I name the Seat ſhe takes? 

His 1hought quite chang'd the Stripling finds; 

The Sport and Race no more he minds: 

1 Tray and Pointer lye; 

And Covies unmoleſted fly. 

Fudden the jocund Plain he leaves; 

Ind forthe N E in Secret grieves. 

n dying Accents he complains 

Pf cruel Fires, and raging Pains. 

he Nymph too, longs to be alone; 

eaves all the Swains; and fighs for one. 
Ihe Nymph is warm'd with young Deſire; 
4 nd feels, and dies to quench his Fire. 
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They meet each evening in the Grove: 


Their Parley but augments their Love, W 
So to the Prieſt their Caſe they tell: M 
He ties the Knotz and all goes well. Fe 
But, O my Mwſe, juſt Biſtance keep: fi 
Thou art a Maid, and muſt not peep. T 
And Petticoats too ſhort, diſeloſe, At 
That at this Age the active Mind T| 
About the Waſte lies moſt confin'd ; Ri 
| And that young Life, and quick'ning Senſe T 
| Spring from his Influence darted thence. | At 
| So from the Middle of the World Bi 
| The Sun's prolifick Rays are hutl'd: H 
| "Tis from that Seat he darts thoſe Beams, At 
| Which quicken Earth with genial Flames. Pr 
| Dick, who thus long had paſſive fat, Tl 
E Here ſtroak'd his Chin, and cock'd his Hat; BY 
| Then ſlapp'd his Hand upon the Board; At 
| And thus the Youth put in his Word. W 
| Love's Advocates, ſweet Sir, would find him. 
A higher Place, than you aſſign'd him. At 
5 m you angn 
L_ Ad vocates, — * Who = thoſe ? : 
The Poets, you may well ſuppoſe: 
I'm ſorry, Six, you have diſcarded du 
The Men, with whom 'till now you hetded. A 
Proſe-Men alone, for private Ends, Fo 
I thought forſook their antient Friends. Ti 
| h In cor: ftillavit, crys Lucretius; | 0! 
If he may be allow'd to reach us. It 
The ſelf. ſame Thing ſoft Ovid ſays 
(A mg e Judge in ſuch à Caſe,) As 
| Horace his Phraſe is torret Jecur; An 


And happy was that curious Speaker. 
Here Virgil too has plac'd this Paſſion: 
What ſignifies too long Quotation? 
| In Ode and Epis plain the Caſe is, 
That Love holds one of theſe two Places. 
Dick, without Paſſion of Reflection. 
TI trait demeliſh rhis Objection. 


Firſt 
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Firſt Poets, all the World agrees 

Write half to profit, half to pleaſe. 

Matter and Figure they produce 

For Garniſh this, and that for uſe; 

and, in the Structure of their Feaſts, 

They ſeek to feed, and pleaſe their Gueſts: 

But one may balk this good Intent, 

And take things otherwiſe than meant. 

Thus, if you dine with my Lord May'r, 

Roaſt-Beef, and Ven'ſon is your Fare; 

Thence you proceed to Swan, and Buſtard, 

And perſevere in Tart, and Cuſtard: 

But Iulip- leaves, and Limon: peel 

Help only to adorn the Meal; 

And ainted Flags, ſuperb and near, 

Proclaim you welcome to the Treat. 

The Man of Senſe his Meat devours; 

But only ſmells the Peel, and Flow'rs: 

And he muſt be an idle Dreamer, | 

Who leaves the Pie, and gnaws the Streamer. 
Thar Cupid goes with Bow and Arrows, 

And Venus keeps her Coach and Sparrows, 

Is all bur Emblem, to acquaint one, 

The Son is ſharp, the Mother wanton. 

Such Images have ſometimes ſhown ' 

A Myſtic Senſe, but oftner none. 

For who conceives, what Bards deviſe, 

That Heav'n is plac'd in Celias Eyes? 

Or where's the Senſe, direct or moral, 

Tha Teeth are Pearl, or Lips are Coral? 
Your Horace owns, he various writ, 

As wild, or ſober Maggots bit: 

And, where too much the Poet ranted, 

The Sage Philoſopher recanred : + 

us grave Epiſtles may diſprove 

he wanton Odes he made to Love. 
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ich Cupid, and his fancy'd Mother: 
als her great Queen of Earth and Air; 
cclars, thar Winds and Seq obey her 3 
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And, while her Honour he rehearſes, 
Implores her to inſpire his Verſes. 
Let, free from this Poetic Madneſs ; 
Next Page, he ſays in ſober ſadneſs, 
Thar ſhe and all her fellow Gods 
Sit idling in their high Abodes, 
Regardleſs of this World below, 
Our Health or Hanging, Weal or Woe; 
Nor once diſturb their Heavy” y Spirits | 
With Scap in's Cheats, or Ceſar's Mcrits. 
Nor cer. can Latin Poets prove, 
Where lies the real Seat of Love. 
Jecur they burn, and Cor they pierce, 
As either beſt ſupplies their Verſe: 
And, if Folks ask the Reaſon for't, 
Say, one was long, and CYother ſhort. 
Thus, I preſume, the Brito Muſe, 
May take the Freedom Strangers ule. 
In Proſe our Property 1s greater : 
Why ſhould it then be leſs in Metre? 
If Cupid throws a fingle Dart; | 
We make him wound the Lover's Heart. 
But if he takes his Bow, and Quiver; 
Tis ſure, he muſt transfix the Liver: 
For Rhime with Reafon may diſpenſe; 
And Sound has Right to govern Senſe. 
Bur ler your Friends in Verſe ſuppoſe, 
What ne'er ſhall be allow'd in Proſe: 
Anatomiſis can make it clear, | 
The Liver minds his own Affair: 
Kindly ſupplies our publick Uſes; 
d parts, and ſtrains the Vital Juices: 
Still lays ſome uſeful: Bile aſide, ' 
To tinge the Chyle's inſipid Tide: . 
Elſe we ſhould want both Gibe and: Satyr ; 
And all be burſt with. pure Good:nature. 
Now Gall is bitter with a Witneſs; 
And Love is all Delight and Sweetneſs. 
My Logic then has loſt it's Am 
If Sweet and Bitter be che ſame: | 
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und methinks, is no Scholar, 
: oh miſtake Deſire for Choler. 
W The like may of the Heart be ſaid: 
Courage and Terror there are bred. 
u thoſe, whoſe Hearts are looſe and low, 
Wart, if they hear but the Tattoo: 

Wand mighty Phyſical cheir Fear is: 
For, ſoon as Noiſe of Combat near is, 
Their Heart, deſcending to their Breeches, 
Nuſt give their Stomach cruel rwitches. 
at Heroes who o'ercome or dye, 

Have their Hearts hung extremely high; 
The 3 of which, — 2—4 Heat, 
PA cal eir very Corſlets beat: 
35 __ ime wa their own Trumper's Meaſure 3 
bs J yield *em moſt exceſſive Pleaſure. 
Nov if 'tis chiefly in che Heart, 
That Courage does it ſelf exerr; 
will be prodigious hard to prove, 
That this is eke the Throne of Love. 
EF ould Nature make one Place the Seat 
f fond Deſire, and fell Debate? 


Muſt People ny take Delight in . 
Thoſe Hours, when they are tir'd with Fighting? 


Ind has no Man, but who has kill'd 
Facher, right to get a Child? 
heſe Notions then I think but idle: 
Band Love ſhall till poſſeſs the Middle. 

This Truth more plainly to diſcover, 
ppoſe your Hero were a Lover. 
Sho he before had Gall and Rage, 
BJ hich Death, or Conqueſt muſt afſwage 

Wc grows diſpirited and low: 
Ne hates the Fight, and ſhuns the Foe. 

In ſcornful Sloth Achilles ſlept; | 
Ind for his Wench, like Tall-Boy, wept: 
or would return to War and Slaughter; 

ill they brought back the Parſon's Daughter. 
Antonius fled from Actium's Coaſt, | 


ſs preſſing, A ſia loſt: 
, of E 2 
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His Sails by Cupid's Hand unfurl'd, 
To keep the Fair, he gave the World. 
Edward our Fourth rever'd and crown'd, 
Vig'rous in Youth, in Arms renown'd ; 
While England's Voice, and Warwick's Care 
Deſign'd him Gallia's beauteous Heir; 
Chang'd Peace and Pow'r for Rage and Wars, 
Only ro dry one Widow's Tears. 
France's fourth Henry we may ſee, 
A Servant to the fair D' Eſtree 
When quitting Coutras proſp'rous Field, 
And Fortune taught at length to yield, 
He from his Guards and Mid- night Tent, 
Diſguis'd o'er Hills and Vallies went, 
To wanton with the ſprightly Dame; 
And in his Pleaſure loſt his Fame. 
Bold is the Critic, who dares prove, 
Theſe Heroes were no Friends to Love; 
And bolder he, who dares aver, 
That they were Enemies to War. 
Yet, when their Thought ſhould, now or never, 
Have rais'd their Heart, or fir'd their Liver; 
Fond Alma to thoſe Parts was gone, 
Which Love more juſtly calls his own. 
Examples 1 could cite you more; 
But be contented with theſe four: 
For when one's Proofs are aptly choſen 
Four are as valid as four Dozen. 
One came from Greece, and one from Rome ; 
The other two grew nearer home. 
For ſome in annent Books delight: 
Others prefer what Moderns write: 
Now I ſhould be extremely loth, 
Not to be thought expert in both. 
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THE 


UT ſhall we take the Muſe abroad, 
B To drop her idly on the Road? 
And leave our Subject in the middle; 
As Butler did his Bear and Fiddle? 
Yet he conſummate Maſter, knew 
When to recede, and where purſue : 
His noble Negligences teach, 
What others Tolls deſpair to reach. 
He, perfe& Dancer, climbs the Rope: 
And balances your Fear and Hope: 
If after ſome diſtinguiſh'd Leap, 
. drops his e ſeems to lip; . 
Straight gath' ri is active Str , 
He — i her half his Long. 85 
Wich wonder you approve his Slight; 
And owe your Pleaſure to your Fright. 
ut, like poor Andrew, I advance, 
Falſe Mimic of my Maſter's Dance: 
A. round the Cord a while I ſprawl; 
| And thence, tho? low, in earneſt fall. 
My Preface tells you, I digreſs'd: 
He's half abſolv'd who has confeſs'd. 
like, quoth Dick, your Simile: 
Ind in Return, take two from me. 
As Maſters in the Clare-obſcure, 
Nich various Light your Eyes allure: 
6 flaming Yellow here they ſpread ? 
Praw off in Blew, or charge in Red: 
Let from theſe Colours odly mix'd, 
our Sight upon the whole is fix'd. 
Pr as, again, your courtly Dames, 
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70 POEMS on ſeveral Orca tous. 
By Arts improve the Stufts they vary; 
And Things are beſt, as moſt contrary, 
The Gown with ſtift Embroid' ry ſhining, 
Looks charming with a lighter Lining: 
Thg Out-, if Indian Figures ſtain ; 

The In-fide muſt be rich and plain. 

So you, great Authors, have thought fir, 
To make Digreſſion temper Wit: 

When Arguments too fiercely glare; 
You calm em with a milder Air: | 
To break their Points, your turn their Force; 
And Furbelow the plain Diſcourſe. 

Richard, quoth Mat, theſe Words of thine, 
Speak ſomething ſly, and ſomerhing fine: 
But I ſhall een reſume my Theme; 
However thou may'ſt praiſe, or blame. 

As People marry now, and ſertle; 
Fierce Love abates his uſual Mettle: 
Worldly Deſires, and Houſehold Cares 
Diſturb the Godhead's ſoft Affairs: 

So now, as Health or Temper changes, 

In larger Compaſs Alma ranges, 
This Day below, the next above; 

As light, or ſolid Whimſies move. 

So Merchant has his Houſe in Town, 

And Country-Seat near Banſted Down: 
From one he dates his foreign Letters, 
Sends out his Goods, and duns his Debtors, 
In rother, at his Hours of Leiſure, 

He ſmokes his Pipe, and takes his Pleaſure, 

And now your Matrimonial Cupid, 
Laſh'd on by Time, grows tir'd and ſtupid. 
For Story and Experience tell us, 

That Man grows cold, and Woman jealous, 
Both would their little Ends ſecure: 

He ſighs for Freedom, ſhe for Pow'r. 
His Wiſhes tend abroad to roam; 

And her's, to domineer at home. 

Thus Paſſion flags by flow Degrees; 

And ruffl'd more, delighted lels, 
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The buſy Mind does ſeldom go 

To thoſe once charming Sears below : 

But, in the Breaft mcamp*d;” prepares 

For well-bred Feints, and future Wars. 
The Man ſuſpects his Lady's crying 
(When he laſt Autumn lay a- dying) 

Was but to gain him to appoint her 

By Codicil a larger Jointure. 

The Woman finds it all a Trick, | 


. 


That he could ſwoon, when ſhe was fick; 
And knows, that in that Grief he reckon'd 


On black-ey'd Suſan for his Second. 
Thus having: ſtrove ſome redious Years 
With feign'd Deſires, and real Fears; 
And tir'd with Anſwers, and Replies, 
Of John affirms, and Martha lies; 
Leaving this endleſs Altercation, 
The Mind affects a higher Station. 
Poltis, that gen rous King of Thrace, 
I think, was in this very Caſe. 
All 1 the Ears: 
And Gods beat up for Voluntiers 
To Greece and Troy; while Poltis far 
In quiet, governing his State. 
And whence, ſaid the pacific King, 
Does all this Noiſe, and Diſcord ſpring ? 
— 5 Paris took: Atride Wife — 
With Eaſe I could compoſe the Strife: 
The injur'd Hero ſhould not loſe, 
Nor the young Lover want a Spouſe: 
But Helen chang'd her firſt Condition, 
Without her Husband's juſt Permiſſion. 
What from the Dame can paris hope? 
She may as well from him elope. 
Again, how can her old Good -· man 
With Honour take her back again? 
From hence I logically gather, 
The Woman cannot live with either. 
Now I have two righr honeſt Wives, 
For whoſe Poſſeſſion no Man ſtrives: 
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One to Atrides J will ſend; 
And tYother to my Trojan Friend. 
Each Prince ſhall thus with Honour haye, 
What both ſo warmly ſeem to crave: 
The Wrath of Gods and Man ſhall ceaſe; 
And Poltis live and die in Peace. 
Dick, if this Story pleaſeth thee, | 
Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it Me. 
Howe'er wift Alma's Flight may vary; 
(Take this by way of Corollary :) 
Some Limbs ſhe finds the very ſame, 
In Place, and Dignity, and Name: 
Theſe dwell at ſuch convenient Diſtance, 
Thar each may give his Friend Aſſiſtance. 
Thus he who runs or dances, begs 
The equal Vigor of two Legs; 
So much to both does Alma truſt, 
She ne'er regards, which goes the firſt, 
Teague could make neither of them ſtay, 
When with himſelf he ran away. 
The Man who ſtruggles in the Fight, 
Fatigues left Arm, as well as right: 
For whilſt one Hand exalts the Blow, 
And on the Earth extends the Foe; 
T' other would take it wond'rous ill, 
If in your Pocket he lay ſtill. 
And when you ſhoot, and ſhut one Eye, 
You cannot think, he would deny 
To lend the rother friendly Aid, 
Or wink, as Coward, and afraid. 
No, Sir; whilſt he withdraws his Flame, 
His Comrade takes the ſurer Aim. 
One Moment if his Beams recede ; 
As ſoon as cer the Bird is dead, 
Opening again, he lays his Claim, 
To half the Profit, half the Fame, 
And helps to Pocket up the Game. 
"Tis thus, one Tradeſman flips away, 
To give his Partner fairer Play. 
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Some Limbs again in Bulk or Stature 
alike, and not a-kin by Nature, 
Concert act, like modern Friends; 
cauſe one ſerves the t other's Ends. 
e Arm thus waits upon the Heart, 
o quick to take the Bully's Part, 
t one, tho* warm, decides more flow, 
han rother executes the Blow. 
Stander-by may chance to have it, 
e Hack himſelf perceives, he gave it. 
The am'rous Eyes thus always go 
ſtroling for their Friends below: 
For long before the * yrs and Dame 
Have tete à tete reliev'd their Flame; 
Fre Viſits yet are brought about, 
The Eye by Sympathy looks out; 
Knows Florimel, and longs to meet her; 
nd, if he ſees, is ſure to greet her, 
Tho' at Saſh-Window, on the Stairs, 
u Court, nay (Authors fay) at Pray' rs. 
The Fun' ral of ſome valiant Knight 
Nay give this Thing it's proper Light. 
Wiew his two Gantlets: Theſe Fo con 
That both his Hands were us'd to War. 
d from his two gilt Spurs tis learn'd, 
His Feet were equally concern'd. 
But have you not with Thought beheld 
The Sword hang dangling o'er the Shield? 
Which ſhows the Breaſt, that Plate was us'd to, 
Had an Ally right Arm to truſt to. 
And by the Peep-holes in his Creſt, 
Ws it not virtually confeſt, 
Thar there his Eye took diſtant Aim, 
op lanc'd ReſveR to that bright Dame, 
In whoſe Delight his Hope was center'd, 
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nd for whole Glove his Life he ventur d? 
. Objections to my general Syſtem 

Play riſe, perhaps, and I have miſt chem: 
Fut I can call to my Aſſiſtance 

Proximity (mark that!) and Diſtance: 
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Can prove, that all Things, on Occaſion, 

Love Union, and deſire Adheſion 

That Alma merely is a Scale; 

And Motives, like che Weights, prevail. 

If neither Side turn down or up, 

With Loſs or Gain, with Fear or Hope; 

The Ballance always would hang ev'n, 

Like Mah*met's Tomb, *rwixt Earth and Heay'n, 
This, Richard, is a curious Caſe: 

Suppoſe your Eyes ſent equal Rays 

Upon two diſtanr Pots of Ale, 

Not knowing, which was mild or Stale: 

In this ſad State your doubtful Choice 

Would neyer have the caſting Voice: 

Which beſt, or worſt, you could not think; 

And die you muſt, for want of Drink: 

Unleſs ſome Chance inclines your Sight, 

Setting one Pot in fairer Light; 

Then you prefer or A, or B, 

As Lines and Angles beſt agree: 

Your Senſe reſoly'd impells your Will; 

She guides your Hand, — So drink your Fill. 
Have you not ſeen a Baker's Maid 

Between two equal Panniers ſway'd ? 

Her Tallies uſeleſs lie, and idle, 

If plac'd exactly in the Middle: 

But forc'd from this unactive State 

By virtue of ſome caſual Weight; 

On either Side you hear em clatter, 

And judge of right and left-hand Matter. 
Now, Richard, this coereive Force, 

Without your Choice, muſt take it's Courſe. 

Great Kings to Wars are pointed forth, 


Like loaded Needles to the North. 


And thou and I, by Pow'r unſeen, 

Are barely paſſive, and ſuck'd in 

To Henault's Vaults, or Celia's Chamber, 
As Straw and Paper are by Amber. 

If we fir down to play or ſet 

(Suppoſe at Ombre or Baſſot) 
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People call us. Cheats, or Fools; 
Cards and we are equal Tools. 
e ſure in vain the Cards condemn: 
ſelves both cut and ſhuffl'd them. 
vain on Forrune's Aid rely: 
only is a Stander- by. | 
jor Men! poor Papers! We and they 
p ſome impulſive Force obey ; 
bd are but play d with: Do not play. 
h Space and Matter we ſhould blame: 
ey palm'd the Trick that loſt the Game. 
E Thus to fave further Contradiction, 
gainſt what you may think but Fiction; 
For Attraction, Dick, declare: 

Deny it thoſe bold Men that dare. 

well your Motion, as your Thought 

& all by hidden Impulſe wrought: 

n ſaying, that you think or walk, 

How like a Country Squire you talk? 
Mark then 3 _—— Where Fancy or Deſire 
Follects the Beams of vital Fire; 

to that Limb fair Alma ſlides, 

Ind there, pro tempore, reſides. 

Whe dwells in Nicholini's Tongue, 

When pyrrhus chants the Heav'nly Song. 
When Pedro does the Lure command, 

de guides the cunning Artiſt's Hand. 

WT hro' Macer's Gullet ſhe runs down, 
When the vile Glutton dines alone. 

And void of Modeſty and Thought, 

She follows Bibo's endleſs Draught. 

Thro' the ſoft Sex again ſhe ranges; 

Ws Youth, Caprice, or Faſhion 83.3 
Fair Alma 22 and ſerene, 

In Fanny's ſprightly Eyes is ſeen; 

While they Gfluſe Fer. Infant Beams, 
Themſelves not conſcious of their Flames. 
pain fair Alma fits confeſt, 

n Florimel's experter Brealt 3 
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* POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 
hen ſhe the riſing Sigh conſtrains, 
And by concealing ſpeaks her Pains. 
In Cynthia's Neck fair Alma glows; 
When the vain Thing her Jewels ſhows: 
When Jenny's Stays are newly lac'd, 
Fair Alma plays = her Waſte; 
And when the ſwelling Hoop ſuſtains 
The rich Brocard, fair Alma deigns 
Into that lower Space to enter, 
Of the large Round, her ſelf the Center. 
Again: That ſingle Limb or Feature 
(Such is the cogent Force of Nature) 
Which moſt did Alma's Paſſion move, 
In the firſt Object of her Love, 
For ever will be found confeſt, 
And printed on the am'rous Breaſt. 
O Abelard, ill-fated Youth, 
Thy Tale will juſtify this Truth: 
Pur well I weet, thy cruel Wrong 
Adorns a nobler Poet's Song. 
Dan Pope for thy Misfortune griev'd, 
With kind Concern, and Skill has weav'd 
A ſilken Web; and ne'er ſhall fade 
It's Colours: Gently has he laid 
The Mantle o'er thy fad Diſtreſs : 
fl And Venus ſhall the Texture bleſs. 
| He o'er the weeping Nun has drawn, 
| Such artful Folds of ſacred Lawn, 
That Love with equal Grief and Pride, 
| Shall ſee the Crime, he ſtrives to hide: 
1 And ſoftly drawing back the Veil, 
1 The God ſhall to his Vor'ries tell 
þ | Each conſcious Tear, each bluſhing Grace, 
8 | Thar deck'd dear Eloiſa's Face. 
[| Happy the Poet, bleſt the Lays, 
1 Which Buctingham has deign'd to praiſe. 
Next, Dick, as Youth and Habit ſways, 
| A hundred Gambols Alma plays. 
| If, whilſt a Boy, Jac run from Schole, 
lf Fond of his Hunting-horn, and Pole; 
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Gout and Age his Speed detain, 
John halloo's his Hounds again. 

Sis Fire- ſide he tarts the Hare; 
turns her in his Wicker- Chair: 
feet, however lame, you find, 

e got the better of his Mind. ; 
while the Mind was in her Leg, 
Dance affected nimble Peg; 

Madge, bewitch'd ar ſixty one, 
for Green-Sleeves, and Jumping-Joan. 
public Mask, or private Ball, 

gm Lincoln's Inn, to Goldſmith's Hall, 
[ Chriſtmas long away ſhe trudges; 
ps it with Prentices and Judges : 
yain her Children urge her Stay 3 
Age or Palſey bar the Way. 
it if thoſe Images prevail, 

Mich whilom did affect the Tail; 
he (till reviews the ancient Scene; 
gets the forty Years between: 
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be Scarf pale Pink, her Head. knot Cherry; 
Mer-heated with Ideal Rage, 
cheats her Son, to wed her Page. 
H Alma, whilſt the Man was young, 
W'd up too ſoon into his Tongue: 
d with his own fantaſtic Skill, 
lets that Weapon neer lie ſtill. 
any Point if you diſpute; 
end upon it, he'll confute: 
Wnge Sides; and you encreaſe your Pain: 
wr he'll 2 ou back again. 
one may ſpeak with Tully's Iongue; 
all che while be in the * 5 
eis remarkable, that they 
W moſt, who have the leaſt to ſay. 
Wr dainty Speakers have the Curſe, 
plead bad Cauſes down to worſe: 
Eames, who native Beauty want, 


uglicr look, the more they paint. 
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8 POEMS on ſeveral Occaßum 
Again: If in the Female Sex : 
Alma ſhould on this Member fix; 
(A cruel and a deſp'rate Caſe, 
From which Heav'n ſhield my lovely Laſs !) 
For evermore all Care is vain, 
That would bring Alma down again. 
As in habitual Gout, or Stone, 
The only Thing chat can be done, 
Is to correct your Drink, and Diet, 
And keep the inward Foe in quiet: 
So, if for any Sins of our's, 
Or our Forefathers, higher Pow'rs, 
Severe tho? juſt, afflict our Life 
With that prime Ill, a talking Wife; 
Till Death ſhall bring the kind Relief, 
We muſt be patient, or be deaf. 
You know, a certain Lady, Dict, 
Who ſaw me, when I laſt was ſick: 
She kindly ralk'd, at leaſt three Hours, 
Of Plaſtic Forms, and Mental Pow'rs: 
Deſcrib'd our pre-exiſting Station, 
Before this vile Terrene Creation : 
And leſt I ſhould be weary'd, Madam, 
To cut Things ſhort, came down to Adam; 
From whence, as faſt as ſhe was able, 
She drowns the World, and builds up Babel; 
Ihro' Syria, Perſia, Greece ſhe goes; 
And takes the Romans in the Cloſe. 
Bur we'll deſcant on gen'ral Nature: 
This is a Syſtem, not a Satyr. 
Turn we this Globe; and ler us ſee, 
How diff rent Nations diſagree, 
In what we wear, or eat and drink; 
Nay, Dick, perhaps in what we think. 
In Water as you ſmell and taſt 
The Soyls, chro' which it roſe and paſt: 
In Alma's Manners you may read 
The Place, where ſhe was born and bred. 
One People from their fwadling. Bands 
Releas'd their Infancs Fert and Hands: 


Here 
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ere Alma to theſe Limbs was brought; 
4 Sparta's Offspring kick'd and tought, 
Another taught their Babes to talk, 

Fre they c yet in Goc - carts walk: 
here Alma ſettl'd in the I ongue; 

ind Orators from Athens ſprung. 

Obſerve but in theſe Neighb'ring Lands, 
e diff rent Uſe of Mouths and Hands: 
Men repos'd their various Hopes, 

In Battles theſe, and thoſe in Tropes. 

In Britain's Iſles, as Heylyn notes, 

he Ladies trip in Petticoats; 

Thich, for the Honour of their Nation, 
hey quit but on ſome great Oecaſion, 
Men there in Breeches clad you view : 
hey claim that Garment, as their due. 

In Turkey the Reverſe appears; 

Long Coats the haughty Husband wears, 
ind greets his Wife with angry Speeches; 
If ſhe be ſeen withour her Breeches. 

In our fantaſtic Climes the Fair 

'ith cleanly Powder dry their Hair: 

and round their lovely Breaft and Head 
Freſh Flow'rs their — Odours ſhed. 
Cour nicer Hottentotes think meet 

Vith Gurs and Tripe to deck their Feet: 
Nich down-caſt Looks on Totta's Legs, 
[he ogling Youth moſt humbly begs, 
die would not from his Hopes remove 

t once his Breakfaſt, and his Love; 

and if the skitriſh Nymph ſhould fly; 

e in a double Senſe muſt die. 

We fimple Toaſters rake Delight 

Io ſee our Women's Teeth look white. 
ind ev'ry ſaucy ill-bred Fellow 

ncers at a Mouth profoundly yellow. 

n China none hold Women ſweet, 
xcept their Snags are black as Jett. 

ing Chihy put nine Queens to Death, 
onyiet on Statute, 1v'ry Teeth. 


Jer 
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At Tonquin if a Prince ſhould die; 
(As Jeſuits write, who never lye) 
The Wife, and Counſellor, and Prieſt, 
Who ſerv'd him moſt, and lov'd him beſt; 
Prepare, and light his Fun'ral Fire, 
And chearful on the Pile expire. 
In Europe twould be hard to find 
In each Degree one half ſo kind. 
Now turn we to the fartheſt Eaſt, 
And there obſerve the Gentry dreſt. 
Prince Gzolo, and his Royal Siſters, 
Scarr'd with ten thouſand comely bliſters, 
The Marks remaining on the Skin, 
To tell the Quality within. 
Diſtinguiſh'd Slaſhes deck the Great: 
As each excells in Birth, or State 
His Oylet-holes are more and ampler : 
The King's own Body was a Samplar. 
Happy the Climate, where the Beau 
Wears the ſame Suit for Uſe and Show: 
And ar a ſmall Expence your Wife, 
If once well pink'd, is cloth'd for Life. 
Weſtward again the Indian Fair, 
Is nicely ſmear d with Fat of Bear. 
Before you ſee, you ſmell your Toaſt, 
And ſweeteſt ſhe, who ſtinks the moſt. 
The fineſt Sparks, and cleaneſt Beaux 
Drip from the Shoulders ro rhe Toes. 
How ſleek their Skins! their Joints how eaſy! 
There Slovens only are not greaſy. 
I mention'd diff rent Ways of Breeding : 
Begin we in our Children's Reading. 
To Maſter John the Engliſh Maid 
A Horn-book gives of Ginger-bread : 
And that the Child may learn the berter, 
As he can name, he eats the Letter : 
Proceeding thus with vaſt Delight, 
He ſpells, and gnaws, from Left ro Right, 
Bur — a Hebrew's hopeful Son, 
Where we ſuppoſe the Book begun; 


he Child would thank you for your Kindneſs, 
ind read quite backward from our Finis: 
):your he Learning ne'er ſo faſt 3 

rear A would be reſery'd the laſt. 

An equal Inſtance of this Matter, 

in the Manners of a Daughter. 

Europe, if a harmleſs Maid, 

y Nature and by Love betray d, 

Khould e'er a Wife become a Nurſe; 

Her Friends would look on her the worſe. 

In China, Dampier's Travells tell ye; 

{Look in his Index for Pagelli.) 

Poon as the Britiſh Ships unmoore, 

And jolly Long-boat rows to Shore; 

Down come the Nobles of the Land: 

Eich brings his Daughter in his Hand, 
peſeeching the imperious Tar 

To make * but one Hour his Care. 

The tender Mother ſtands aftrighted, 

Leſt her dear Daughter ſhould be ſlighted: 
And poor Miſs Yaya dreads the Shame 

Pf going back the Maid ſhe came. 

© Obſerve how Cuſtom, Dick, compells 

The Lady that in Europe dwells: 

ter her Tea ſhe ſlips away; 

Ind what to do, one need not ſay. 

ow ſee how great Pomonque's Queen 

Wehay'd her ſelf among the Men: 

Flcas'd with her Punch, the gallant Soul 

Eirſt drank, then water'd in the Bowl; 

Ind ſprinkl'd in the Captain's Face 

Ihe Marks of her peculiar Grace 
& To cloſe this Point, we need not roam 
Per Inſtances ſo far from home. 

W hat parts gay France from ſober Spain? 
@ little rifing rocky Chain. 

f Men born South or North o'th' Hill, 
Whoſe ſeldom move; theſe neꝰer ſtand ſtill, 
pick, you love Maps, and may perceive 
8 far diſtant from Geneve. 


be 
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If the good Pope remains at home, 

He's the firſt Prince in Chriſtendome. 

Chooſe then, good Pope, at home to ſtay; 

Nor Weſtward curious take thy Way. 

Thy way unhappy ſhould'ſt thou take 

From Tiber's Bank to Leman-Lake 

Thou art an aged Prieſt no more, 

Bur a young flaring painted Whore : 

Thy Sex 1s Tot : Thy Town 1s gone, 

No longer Rome, but Babylon. 

That ſome few Leagues ſhould make this Change, 

To Men unlearn'd ſeems mighty ſtrange, 
Bur need we, Friend, inſiſt on this? 

Since in the very Cantons Swiſs, 

All your Philoſophers agree, 

And prove it plain, that one may be 

A Heretic, or true Believer, 

On this, or rother Side a River. | 
Here with an artful Smile, quoth Dick, Millet 

Your Proofs come mighty full, and thick ———— de 
The Bard on this extenſive Chapter, | 

Wound up into Poetic Rapture, 

Continu'd : Richard, caſt your Eye 

By Night upon a Winter-Sky : 

Caſt it by Day-light on the Strand, 

Which compaſles fair Albion's Land: 

If you can count the Stars that glow 

Above, or Sands that lie below; 

Into thoſe Common-places look, 

Which from great Authors I have took; 

And count the Proofs I have collected, 

To have my Writings well protected. 

Theſe I lay by for lime of Need; 

And thou may'ſt at thy Leiſure read, 

For ſtanding every Critick's Rage, 

I ſafely will to future Age 

My Syſtem, as a Gift, bequeath, 

Victorious over Spight, and Death. 
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Ih /CHARD, who now was half a-ſlecp, 
KN Rous'd; nor would longer Silence keep : 
Ind Senſe like this, in vocal Breath 

Wroke from his rwofold Hedge of Teeth. 

Wow if this Phraſe roo harſh be thought; 
Nope, tell the World, tis not my Fault. 

Old Homer taught us thus to ſpeak : 

is not Senſe; at leaſt tis Gree “?. 
As Folks, quoth Richard, prone to Leaſing, 
Y Things at firſt becauſe they're pleaſing; 
Then prove what they have once aſſerted, 

Nor care to have their Lie deſerted; 7 
Till their own Dreams ät length deceive ent; 
And oft repeating, they believe em. 

Ur as again thoſe am'rous Blades, 

Who trifle with their Mother's Maids 3 

o' at the firſt, their wild Deſire 

Was bur to quench a preſent Fire; 

Wer if the Object of their'Love 

Wance by Lucina's Aid to prove; 

bey ſeldom let the Baritling roar | 

basket, at a Neighbour's Door: 

by the flatt' ring Glaſs of Nature, 

Newing themſelves in Cake-Bread's Feature; 
Ich ſerious Thought and Care ſupport, 

Mat only was begun in Sport. 

Juſt ſo with you, my Friend, it fares, 

Who deal in Philoſophic Wares : 

ms you cut; and Forms you meaſure, 

: 1 gratifie your private Pleaſure; 

Bl airy Seeds of caſual Wit 

4 ſome fantaſtic Birth beget: 

Wd pleas'd to find your Syſtem mended, 
ond what you at firſt intended, 


; F 2 | The 


. 


84 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 


The happy Ty — purſue; 
Till you at length believe it true. 
Caught by your own deluſive Art, 
You fancy firſt, and then aſſert. 

Quoth Matthew: Friend, as far as [ 
Thro' Art or Nature caſt my Eye, 
This Axiom clearly I diſcern, 
That one muſt teach, and t'other learn. 
No Fool Pythagoras was thought: 
Whilſt he his weighty Doctrines __ 
He made his liſt ning Scholars ſtand, 
Their Mouth ſtill cover'd with their Hand: 
Elſe, may be, ſome odd-thinking Youth, 
Leſs Friend to Doctrine than to Truth, K 
Might have refus'd to ler his Ears p 
Attend the Muſick of the Spheres 
Deny'd all tranſmigrating Scenes, 


And introduc'd the Uſe of Beans. r 
From great Lucretius take his Void; a 
And all the World is quite deſtroy'd. | 
Deny Des-Cart his ſubtil Matter; 
Vou leave him neither Fire, nor Water. 8 


How odly would Sir Iſaac look, 
If you, in anſwer to his Book, 

Say in the Front of your Diſcourſe, | 
Thar Things have no Elaſtic Force? bh 


How could our Chymic Friends go on, ; 
To find the Philoſophic Stone; * 
If you more pow'rful Reaſons bring, » 
To prove, that there is no ſuch Thing? 1 


Your Chiefs in Sciences and Arts, 
Have great Contempt of Alma's Parts. 
They find, ſhe gad is, or dull; 

She doubts, if Things are void, or full: 
And who ſhould be preſum'd to tell, | 
What ſhe her ſelf ſhould ſee, or feel? 5 
She doubts, if two and two make four; 
Tho? ſhe has told them ten times o'er. 

It can't it may be and it muſt: 


| To which of theſe muſt Alma truſt ? 
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y, further yer they make her go, 
\ doubting, if ſhe doubts, or no. 
Syllogsſm ſer Things right? 
o: Majors ſoon with Minors fight: 
Both in friendly Conſort join'd ; 
he Conſequence limps falſe behind. 
o ſome Nr Coage ſhe goes, 
1 aks of him, how much the knows. 
th Patience grave he hears her ſpeak; 
| from his ſhort Notes, gives her back 
hat from her Tale he comprehended : 
us the Diſpute is wiſely ended. 
from the Account the Loſer brings, 
e Conj'rer knows, who ſtole the Things. 
Squire (interrupted Dich) ſince when 
tre you amongſt theſe cunning Men? 
Jear Dick, quoth Mat, let not thy Force 
Eloquence ſpoil my Diſcourſe. 
ll thee, this is Alma's Caſe, 
wking, what ſome Wiſe-man ſays, 
o does his Mind in Words reveal, 
ch all muſt grant; tho' few can ſpell. 
ll your Doctor, that y are ill: 
d what does he, but write a Bill, 
which you need not read one Letter ? 
worſe the Scrawl, the Dole the better. 
It you knew but what you take; 
you recover, he muſt break. 
as, Forms, and Intellefts, 
e furniſh'd out three diffrent Sects. 
ance, or Accident divides 
Lurope into adverſe Sides. 
ow, as engag'd in Arms or Laws, 
muſt have Friends to back your Cauſe : 
Philoſopbic Matters ſo 
Judgment muſt with others go. 
c in Senates, ſo in Schools, 
ity of Voices rules. 
or Alma, like a lonely Deer, 
Hils and Dales does Joubrful err: 


With 
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With panting haſte, and quick ſurpriſe, 

From ey'ry Leaf that ſtirs, ſhe flies; 

Till mingl'd with the neg Feng Herd, 

She ſlights what erſt ſhe fingly fear d: 

And now, exempt from Doubt and Dread, 

She dares purſue if they dare lead: 

As their Example tl prevails; 

She tempts the Stream, or leaps the Pales. 
He then, quoth Dick, who by your Rule 

Thinks for himſclf, becomes a Fool. 

As Party-Man who leaves the reſt, 

Is call'd but Whimſical at beſt. 

Now, by your Favour, Maſter Maz. 

Like Ralpho, here I ſmell a Rat. 

I muſt be liſted in your Sect 

Who, tho' they teach not, can protect. 

Right, Richard, Mat, in Triumph cry'd; 

So put off all Miſtruſt and Pride. 

And while my Princi les I beg; 

Pray anſwer only with your Leg. 

Believe what friendly I adviſe: 

Be firſt ſecure; and then be wiſe. 

The Man within the Coach that fits, 

And to another's Skill ſubmits, 

Is ſafer much (whatc'er arrives) 

And warmer too, than he that drives. 
So, Dick Adept, tuck back thy Hair; 

And I will pour into thy Ear 

Remarks, which none did cer diſcloſe, 

In ſmooth-pac'd Verſe, or hobling Proſe. 

Artend, dear Dich; but don't reply : 

And thou may'ſt prove as wile as I. 
When Alma now in diff'rent Ages, 

Has finiſh'd her aſcending Stages 

Into the Head at length ſhe gets, 

And there in public Grandeur ſits, 

To judge of Things, and cenſure Wits. 
Here, Richard, how could I explain, 

The various Lab'rinths of the Brain? 
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durprile my Readers, whilſt I tell em 
Of Cerebrum, and Cerebellum ? 
How could I play the Commentator 
On Dura, and on Pia Mater? 
Where hot and cold, and dry and wet, 
Strive each the t'other's Place to get; 
and with inceſſant Toil and Strife, 
Would keep Poſſeſſion during Life. 
| could demonſtrate every Pore, 
Where Mem'ry lays up all her Store; 
And to an Inch compute the Station, 
Iwixt judgment, and Imagination. 
0 Friend! I could diſplay much Learning, 
At leaſt to Men of ſmall Diſcerning. 
The Brain contains ten thouſand Cells: 
In each ſome active Fancy dwells; 
Which always is at work, and framing 
The ſeveral Follies I was naming. 
As in a Hive's vimineous Dome, 
Ten thouſand Bees enjoy their Home; 
Each does her ſtudious Action vary, 
To go and come, to fetch and carry: 
Fach ſtill renews her little Labour; 
Nor juſtles her aſſiduous Neighbour : 
Fach whilſt this Theſis I maintain; 
| Apes Dick, I know thy Brain. 
O with the mighty Theme affected, 

Could I but ſee thy Head difſeRed ! 
{ My Head, quoth Dick, to ſerve your Whim ? 
| Spare that, and take ſame other Limb. 
Sir, in your nice Affairs of Syſtem, 
| Wiſe Men propoſe; but Fools aſſiſt em. 
| Says Matthew: Richard, keep thy Head, 
And hold thy Peace; and I'll proceed. 
| Proceed? quoth Dick: Sir, I aver, 
You have already gone too far. 
When People once arc in the wrong 3 
Each Line they add, is much too long. 
Who faſteſt Walks, but walks aſtray, 
V only furtheſt from his Way, 
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Bleſs your Conceits! muſt I believe, 
Howe'er abſurd, what you conceive 
And, for your Friendſhip, live and dye 
A Papiſt in Philoſophy? 

I ſay, whatever you maintain 

Of Alma in the Heart, or Brain; 

The plaineſt Man alive may tell ye, 
Her Seat of Empire is the Belly: 

From hence ſhe ſends out thoſe Supplies, 
Which make us either ſtout, or wile : 
Ihe Strength of cv'ry other Member, 
Is founded on your Belly- Timber: 
The Qualms or Raptures of your Blood 
Kiſe in proportion to your Food: 


And if you would improve your Thought; 


You muſt be fed, as well as taught. 
Your Stomach makes your Fabric roll; 
Juſt as the Biaſs rules the Bowl. 

That great Achilles 5 imploy 

The Strength, defign'd to ruin Trey; 
He din'd on Lion's Marrow, ſpread 
On Toaſts of Ammunition- Bread: 

But by his Mother ſent away, 
Amongſt the Thracian Girls to play, 
Effeminate he ſat, and quiet: 

Strange Product of a Cheeſe- cake Diet! 
Now give my Argument ſair play; 
And 10 the Thing the t' other Way: 
The Youngſter, who at nine and three 
Drinks with his Siſters Milk and Tea, 
From Break -faſt reads, till twelve a Clock, 
Burnet and Heylyn, Hobbes and Loc“: 
He pays due Vite after Noon 

To Couſin Alice, and Uncle John: 
At ten from Coffee - Houſe or Play 
Returning, finiſhes the Day. 

Bur give him Port, and potent Sack; 
From M1%*-ſop he ſtarts up Mohack : 
Holds that the Happy know no Hours; 
So thro” the Street at Midnight ſcowrs: 


| Breaks 
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Freaks Watch · men's Heads, and Chair-men's Glaſſes ; 
And thence proceeds to nicking Saſhes : 
Till by ſome tougher Hand o'ercome, 
And firſt knock'd down, and then led home; 
He damns the Foot-man, ſtrikes the Maid, 
And decently reels up to bed. 
Obſerve the various Operations 
Of Food, and Drink, in ſeveral Nations. 
Was ever Tartar fierce or cruel, 
Upon the Strength of Water-Gruel ? 
But who ſhall ſtand his Rage and Force 
If rſt he rides, then eats his Horſe? 
Sallads, and Eggs, and lighter Fare 
Tune the Italian Spark's Guitar. 
And, if I rake Dan Congreve right; 
Pudding and Beef make Britons fight. 
Totay and Coffee cauſe this Work, 
Between the German and the Tur“: 
And both, as they Proviſions want, 
Chicane, avoid, retire, and faint. 
Hunger and Thirſt, or Guns and Swords, 
| Give the ſame Death in diff'rent Words. 
| To puſh this Argument no further; 
To ſtarve a Man, in Law, is Murther. 
| As in a Watch's fine Machine, 
Tho' many artful Springs are ſeen; 
| The added Movements, which declare, 
| How full the Moon, how old the Year, 
Derive their ſecondary Pow'r 
From that, which ſimply points the Hour. 
For, tho? theſe Gim - cracks were away 
(Ware would not ſwear; but Ware would ſay) 
However more reduc'd and plain, 
The Watch would ſtill a Watch remain: 
N But if the Horal Orbite ceaſes ; | 
The whole ſtands ſtill, or breaks to pieces; 
now no longer what it was; 
And you may een go ſell the Caſe. 
So if unprejudic'd you ſcan 
| The Goings of this Clock-work, Man; 
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"You find a hundred Movements made 
By fine Devices in his Head: 

Bur *tis the Stomach's ſolid Stroke, 
That tells his Being, what's a Clock. 
If you take off his Rhet'ric- Trigger; 
He talks no more in Mood and Figure: 
Or clog his Mathematic-W heel ; 

His Buildings fall; his Ship ſtands ſtill. 
Or laſtly, break his Polizic-Weight ; 
His Voice no'longer rules the State. 
Vet if theſe finer Whims were gone; 


Your Clock, tho? plain, would ſtill go on: 


But ſpoil the Engine of Digeſtion ; 

And you entirely change the Queſtion, 

Alma's Affairs no Pow'r can mend; 

The Jeſt, alas! is at an End: 

Soon ceaſes all this worldly Buſtle; 

And you conſign the Corps to Ruſſel. 
Now make your Alma come or go, 

From Leg to Hand, from Top to Toe; 

Your Syſtem, without my Addition, 

Is in a very fad Condition. 

So Harlequin extoll'd his Horſe, 

Fit for the War, or Road, or Courſe; 

His Mouth was ſoft; his Eye was good; 

His Foot was fure as ever trod: 

One Fault he had, a Fault indeed ; 


And what was that? The Horſe was dead. 


Dick, from theſe Inſtances and Fetches, 


Thou mak'ſt of Hoxſes, Clocks, and Waiches, 


Quoth Mat, to me thou ſeem'ſt to mean, 
That Alma is a mere Machine; 

That telling others what's a Clock, 

She knows not what her ſelf has ſtruck; 
Bur leaves to Standers-by the Tryal, 

Of what is mark'd upon her Dial. 


Here hold a Blow, good Friend, quoth Dick, 


And rais'd his Voice exceeding quick: 
Fight fair, Sir: What I never meant 
Don't you infer, In Argument, 
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dimilies are like Songs in Love: 
They much deſcribe 3 they nothing prove. 
Mat, who was here a little gravel'd, 
Toſt up his Noſe, and would have cavil'd: 
But calling Hermes to his Aid, x 
Half pleas'd, half angry, thus he ſaid: 
Where mind ('tis for the Author's Fame) 
That Matthew call'd, and Hermes came. 
In Danger Heroes, and in Doubt 
Poets find Gods to help em our. 
| Friend Richard, I begin to ſee, 
{ That you and 1 ſhall ſcarce agree. 
| Obſerve how odly you behave: 
| The more I grant, the more you crave, 
but, Comrade, as I ſaid juſt now, 
I ſhould affirm, and you allow. 
We Syſtem-makers can ſuſtain 
The Theſis, which, you grant, was plain; 
And with Remarks and Comments teaze ye; 
In caſe the Thing before was eaſy. 
But in a Point obſcure and dark, 
We fight as Leibnits did with Clark; 
And when no Reaſon we can ſhow, 
Why matters this or that Way go; 
The ſhorteſt Way the Thing we try, 
And what we know not, we deny: 
True to our own o'erbearing Pride, 
And falſe to all the World beſide. 
That old Philoſopher grew croſs, 
Who could not tell what Motion was: 
Becauſe he walk'd againſt his Will; 
He fac'd Men down, that he ſtood till. 
And he who reading on the Heart, 
(When all his Quodlibets of Art | 
Could not expound it's Pulſe and Heat) 
Swore, he had never felt it beat. 
Chryſippus, foil'd by Epicurus, 
Makes bold (Jove bleſs him!) to aſſure us, 
That all things, which our Mind can view, 
May be at once both falſe, and true. 


And 


11. 2 


—_ _ - 


a 
4 
1 
| 
x 
* 


oz POEMS on ſeveral Occaffont. 


And Malbranch has an odd Conceit, 
As ever enter'd French- man's Pate: 
Says he, ſo little can our Mind 
Of Matter, or of Spirit find, 
Thar we by gueſs, at leaſt, may gather 
Something, which may be both, or neither. 
Faith, Dick, I muſt confeſs, tis true 
(Bur this is only Entre Nous) 
That many knotty Points there are, 
Which all diſcuſs, bur few can clear : 
As Nature ſlily had thought fir, : 
For ſome by-Ends, to croſs-bite Wit. 
Circles to Square, and Cubes to double, 
Would give a Man exceſſive Trouble: 
The Longitude uncertain roams, 
In ſpight of Wh 3 and his Bombs, 
What Syſtem, Dick, has right averr'd 
The Cauſe, why Woman has no Beard; 
Or why, as Years our Frame attack, 
Our Hair grows white, our Teeth grow black? 
In Points fte theſe we muſt agree, 
Our Barber knows as much as we. 
Vet ſtill unable to explain, 
We muſt perſiſt the beſt we can; 
With Care our Syſtems ſtill renew, 
And prove Things likely, rho? not true. 
I could, thou ſec'ſt, in quaint Diſpute, 
By dint of Logic ſtrike thee mute; 
With learned Skill, now puſh, now parry, 
From Darii to Bocardo vary, 
And never yield, or what is worſt, 
Never include the Point diſcours'd. 
Yer, that you hic nunc may know, 
How much you to my Candour owe; 
I' from the Diſputant deſcend, 
To ſhow thee, I aſſume the Friend: 
T'll rake thy Notion for my own 
(So moſt Philoſophers have done) 
It makes my Sy//em more complete: 
Dick, can it have a nobler Fate? 


Take 
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Take what thou wilt, ſaid Dick, dear Friend; 
But bring thy Matters to an End. x 
I find, quoth Mar, Reproof is vain: 
Who firſt offend will firſt complain. 
Thou wiſheſt, I ſhould make to Shoarz 
Yer ſtill pur'ſt in thy thwarting Oar. 
What I have told thee fifty Times 
In Proſe, receive for once in Rhimes: 9 
A huge fat Man in Country. Fair, 1 
Or Ciry-Church, (no matter where) | 
Labour d and puſh'd amidſt the Croud, 
Still bauling out extremely loud; 
Lord fave us! wy fo People preſs? 
| Another marking his Diſtreſs, 
Friendly reply d; plump Gentleman, 
Get our as faſt as e' er you can: 
Or ceaſe to puſh, or to exclaim: 
| You make the very Croud you blame: 
| Says Dick, your Moral does not need 
The leaſt Return; ſo een proceed: 
Your Tale, howe'er apply'd, was ſhort: 
* So far, atleaſt, I thank you for't. 
Mat. took his Thanks, and in a Tone 
More Magiſterial, thus went on. 
| Now Alma ſettles in the Head; 
| As has before been ſung, or ſaid: 
And here begins this Farce of Life; 
Enter Revenge, Ambition, Strife: 
E Behold on both Sides Men advance, 
Io form in earneſt Bays's Dance. 
L' avare not uſing half his Store, 
Still grumbles, that he has no more; 
Strikes not the preſent Tun, for fear 
Ihe Vintage ſhould be bad next Year : 
And eats to-day with inward Sorrow. 
And dread of fancy'd Want to-morrow. 
Abroad if the Sour- tout you wear, 
Repells the Rigor of the Air; 
Would you be warmer, if at home 
Lou had the Fabric, and the Loom? 
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And if two Boots kept out the Weather; 
What need you have two Hides of Leather? 
Could Pedro, think you, make no Tryal 
Of a Sonata on his Viol, 
Unleſs he had the total Gut, | 
Whence every String at firſt was cut? 
When Rarus ſhows you his Carton; 
He always tells _ with a Groan, 
Where two of that ſame Hand were torn, 
Long before you, or he were born. 
Poor Vento's Mind ſo much is croſt, 
For Part of his Petronius loſt; 
That he can never take the Pains 
' To underſtand what yet remains. 
What Toil did honeſt Curio take? 
What ſtrict Enquiries did he make, 
To get one Medal wanting yet, 
And perfect all his Roman Sett? 
"Tis found: And O his happy Lot! 
Tis bought, lock d up, — lies forgot: 
Of theſe no more you hear him ſpeak: 
He now begins upon the Greet. 
Theſe rang' d and ſhow'd, ſhall in their Turns 
Remain obſcure, as in their Urns. 
My Copper-Lamps at any Rate, 
For being True Antique, I bought; 
Yer wiſely melted down my Plate, 
On Modern Models to be wrought: 
And Trifles I alike purtue ; eG 
Becauſe they're old; becauſe they're new. 
Dick, I have ſeen, you with Delight, 
For Georgy make a-Paper-Kirte. | 
And ſimple Odes too many ſhow ye, 
My ſervile Complaiſance to Cloe. 
Parents and Lovers are decreed 85 
By Nature Fools — That's brave indeed! 
Quoth Dic: ſuch Truths are worth receiving: 
Yer ſtill Dick look'd, as not believing. 
Now, Alma, to Divines and Proſe 
I leave thy Frauds, and Crimes, and Woes: 


For 
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Nor think to-night of thy III Nature, 
Bur of thy Follies, idle Creature, 

The Turns of thy uncertain Wing, 

and not the Malice of thy Sting: 

Thy Pride of being great and wiſe, 

do but mention, to deſpiſe. 

I view with Anger and Diſdain, 

How little gives thee Joy, or Pain: 

A Print, a Bronze, a Flow'r, a Root, 

A Shell, a Butter- fly can do'r. 

Evn a Romance, a Tune, a Rhime 

Help thee to paſs the tedious Time, 

Which elſe would on thy Hand remain: 

Tho' flown, it ne'er looks back again. 

And Cards are dealt, and Cheſs-boards brought; 
| To caſe the Pain of Coward- Thought. 
Happy Reſult of Human Wit! 
That Alma may her ſelf forget. 
Dick, thus we act; and thus we are, 
Or toſs'd by Hope, or ſunk by Care. 

With endleſs ain this Man purſues 

What, if he gain'd, he could nor uſe: 

And rother fondly hopes to ſee 

What never was, nor cer ſhall be. 

We err by Uſe, go wrong by Rules; 

In Geſture grave, in Action Fools: 

We join K Pride, 3 þ 

Doubling the Faults, we ſtrive to hide. | 

Or grant, that with extreme Surprize, | 

We find our ſelves at fixty wiſe; _ 

And twenty pretty Things are known, 

Of which we can't accompliſh one; 

_ Whilſt, as my Syſtem fays, the Mind 

$15 ro theſe upper Rooms confin d. 

Should I, my Friend, at large repeat 

Her borrow'd Senfe, her fond Concelt; 

| The Bede · roll of her vicious Tricks; 

Poem would be too prolix. 

or could I my Remarks ſuſtain, 

Ike Socrates, or Miles Montaigne; 
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Who in theſe Times would read my Books, 
But Tom o' Stiles, or John o' Nokes ? 

As Brentford Kings diſcrete and wiſe, 
After long Thought and grave Advice, 
Into Lardella's Coffin peeping, 
Saw nought to cauſe their Mirth or Weeping: 
So Alma now to Joy or Grief 
Superior, finds her late Relief: 
Weary'd of being high, or great, 
And nodding in her Chair of State 
Stun'd and worn out with endleſs Chat, 
Of Will did this, and Nan ſaid that; 
She finds, poor Thing, ſome little Crack, 
Which Nature, forc'd by Time, muſt make; 
Thro' which ſhe wings A deſtin'd Way: 
Upward ſhe ſoars; and down drops Clay: 
While ſome ſurviving Friend ſupplies 
Hic jacet, and a hundred Lies, 
O Richard, till that Day appears, 
Which muſt decide our Hopes and Fears: 
Would Fortune calm her preſent Rage, 
And give us Play-things for our Age: 
Would Clotho waſh her Hands in Milk, 
And twiſt our Thread with Gold and Silk: 
Would ſhe in n Peace, and Plenty, 
Spin our our Years to four times twenty: 
And ſhould we both in this Condition, 
Have conquer'd Love, and worſe Ambition; 
(Elſe thoſe two Paſſions, by the way, 
May chance to ſhow us ſcurvy Play: ) 
Then Richard, then ſhould we fit down, 
Far from the Tumult of this Town: 
I fond of my well - choſen Seat, 
My Pictures, Medals, Books compleat: 
Or ſhould we mix our friendly Talk, 
O'er-ſhaded in that fav'rite Walk, 
Which thy own Hand had whilom planted, 
Both pleas'd with all we thought we wanted: 
Yer then, ev'n then one croſs Reflection 


Would ſpoil thy Grove, and my Collection. 
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zy Son and his, e're that, may die; 

Time ſome uncouth Heir ſupply ; 

bo ſhall for nothing elſe be known, 

u ſpoiling all that thou haſt done. 

ho ſet the Twigs, ſhall he remember, 

ut is in Haſte to ſell the Timber? 

4 what ſhall of thy Woods remain, 

xcept the Box that threw the Main? 

Nay may not Time and Death remove 

The near Relations, whom I love? 

Ind my Coz Tom, or his Coz Mary 

Who hold the Plough, or skim the Dairy) 

ly Fav'rite Books and Pictures ſell 

To Smart, or Doiley by the Ell? 

lindly throw in a little Figure, 

d ſet their Price upon the bigger? 

Thoſe who could never read their Grammar; 

When my dear Volumes touch the Hammer; 

y think Books beſt, as richeſt bound. 

y Copper Medals by the Pound 

be with learned Juſtice weigh'd : 

0 turn the Ballance, Otho's Head 

yy be thrown in; and for the Mettle, 

he Coin may mend a Tinker's Kettle 

Tir'd with theſe Thoughts Leſs tir'd than I, 

Woth Dick, with your Philoſophy 

hat People live and dye, I knew 

in Hour ago, as well as you. 

d if Fate ſpins us longer Years, 

Jt is in haſte to take the Shears ; 

know, we muſt both Fortunes try, 

And bear our Evils, wet or dry. 4 

et let the Goddeſs ſmile, or frown; [ 

pread we ſhall eat, or white, or brown: | 

Ind in a Cottage, or a Court, | | 

Fink fine Champaizne, or muddl'd Port. | 
hat need of Books theſe Truths to tell, | 

V hich Folks perceive, who cannot ſpell ? [ 

nd muſt we SpeRacles apply, 1 

o view, what hurts our naked Eye? 1 

G Si 
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Sir, if it be your Wiſdom's Aim, 
To make me merrier than I am; 

I'll be all Night at your Devotion — 
Come on, Friend ; broach the pleafing Notion: 
Bur if you would depreſs my Thought; 
Your Syſtem is not worth a Groar 

For Plato's Fancies what care I? 

I hope you would not have me die, 
Like fimple Cato in the Play, 

For any Thing that he can ſay ? 
E'en let him of Ideas ſpeak 

To Heathens in his Native Greek. 

If to be fad is to be wile; 

I do moſt heartily deſpiſe 

Whatever Socrates has ſaid, 

Or Tully writ, or Wanley read. 

Dear Drift, to ſet our Matters righe, 
Remove theſe Papers from my Sight ; 
Burn Mat's Des-Cart, and Ariſtotle : 
Here, Jonathan, your Maſter's Bortle, 
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Ve Deus mihi largiatur, ut ex hac atate repueraſcam, 
in cunis vagiam, valdè recuſem. Cicero de Senect. 


E bewailing of Man's Miſeries hath been elegantly and 
Ppiouſly ſer forth by many, in the Writings as well 
& Philoſophers, as Divines. And it is both a plea- 
1,008” and a profitable Contemplation. ; 
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PREFACE 


EIT is hard for a Man to ſpeak of himſelf 
a ES wth any tolerable Satisfaction or Succeſs : 
He can be no more pleaſed in blaming 
himſelf, than in reading a Satyr made 
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ESSE) bim by another : And though he may 
ply deſire, that a Friend ſhould praiſe him; yet if he 
ales his own Panegyric, he will get very few to read 
It is harder for him to ſpeak of his own Writings. 
In Author is in the Condition of a Culprit : The Pub- 
Care his Judges: By allowing too much, and conde- 
ending too far, he may injure his own Cauſe, and be- 
me a kind of Felo de ſe; and by pleading and aſſert- 
I too boldly, he may diſpleaſe the Court that ſits up- 
him: His Apology may only heighten his Accuſati- 
n. I would avoid theſe Extremes: And though, I 
rant, it would not be very civil to trouble the Reader 
ith a long Preface, before he enters upon an indifferent 
em; I would ſay ſomething to ade him to take 
4 it 3s, or to excuſe it for not being better. 
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PREFACE. 


The noble Images and Reflections, the profound g;. 
ſonings upon Human Actions, and excellent precepti 
the Government of Life, which are found in the Pri 
verbs, Eccleſiaſtes, and other Books commonly attyj, 
ed to Solomon, afford Subjects for finer Poems in gte 
Kind, than have, 1think, as yet appeared in theGree 
Latin, or any modern Language: How far they ur 
Verſe in their Original, is a Diſſertation not tobe ent 
into at preſent. 

Out of this great Treaſure, which lies heaped up tos 
ther, in a confuſed Magnificence, above all Order, [hq 
a Mind to colle:t and digeſt ſuch Obſervations, and 4 
pophthegms, as moſt particularly tend to the Prodf 
that great Aſſertion, laid down in the Beginning of 
Eccleſiaſtes, All is Vanity. 

Upon the Subject thus choſen, ſuch various Images pri 
ſent themſelves to a Writer's Mind, that he muſt fi 
it eaſier to judge, what ſhould be rejefted, than whi 
ought to be received. Ihe Difficulty lies in draui 
and diſpoſing ; or (as the Painters term it) in grou 
ing ſuch a Multitude of different Objects, preſerving ſil 
the Juſtice and Confermity of Style and Golouring, t 
Simplex duntaxat et unum, which Horace preſcribe 
1 requiſite to make the whole Picture beautiful and ie 
ett. 

As Precept, however true in Theory, or uſeful 
Practice, would be but dry and tedious in Verſe, «tea 
ally if the Recital be long; 1 found it neceſſary to for 
ſome Story, and give a kind of Body to the Poem. Ul 
der what Species it may be comprehended, whether I 
daſcalic, or Heroic, 1 leave to the Judgment of i 
Critics; deſiring them to be ſavourable in their Cenſun 
and not ſollicitous what the Poem is called, provide 
may be accepted. Bot 

The chief Perſonage or Character in the Epic, . 
ways proportioned to the Deſign of the Wort, 1 7 
on the Narration, and the Moral. Homer intendt 
ſheꝛv us in his Iliad, that Diſſentions amongſt great l 
ob ſtruct the Execution of the nobleſt Enterprixen 


tend to the Ruin of a State or Kingdom, His * 
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krefore is haughty, and paſſionate, impatient of any 
pfraint by Laws, and arrogant in Arms. In his O- 
es the ſame Poet endeavours to explain, that the 
hardeſt Difficulties may be overcome by Labour, and our 
Frtune reſtored after the ſevereſt Aſfflictions. VUlyſles 
therefore is valiant, virtuous and patient. Virgil's De- 
gn was to tell us, how from a ſmall Colony eſtabliſh- 
by the Trojans in Italy, the Roman Empire roſe, 
and from what antient Families Auguſtus (who was 
his Prince and Patron) deſcended. His Hero therefore 
was to fight his Way to the Throne, ſtill diſtinguiſh'd 
and protected by the Favour of the Gods. The Poet to 
this End ta tes off from the Vices of Achilles, and adds 
u the Virtues of Ulyſſes; from both perſefting a Cha- 
rafter proper for his Work in the Perſon of Anas. 

4s Virgil copy'd after Homer, other Epic Poets have 
pied after them both. Taſlo's Gieruſalemme Libera- 
a i; directly Troy Town ſacted; with this Difference 
only, that the two chief Characters in Homer, which 
the Latin Poet had joined in one, the Italian has ſepa- 
rated in his Godfrey and Rinaldo: But he makes them 
both carry on his Work with very great Succeſs, Ron- 
ſard's Franciade, (incomparably good as far as it goes) 
i again Virgil's Æneis. His Hero comes from a foreign 
Country, ſettles a Colony, and lays the Foundation of 
a ſuture Empire. 1 inſtance in theſe, as the greateſt 1- 
talian and French Poets in the Epic. In our Language 
Spenſer has not contented himſelf with this ſubmiſſive 
Manner of Imitation : He launches out into very flowery 
Paths, which ſtill ſeem to conduct him into one great 
Road. His Fairy Queen (had it been finiſhed) muſt 
have ended in the Account, which every Knight was 
to give of his Adventures, and in the accumulated 
Praiſes of his Heroine Gloriana. The whole would have 
en an Heroic Poem, but in another Caſt and Figure, 
than any that had ever been written before. Yet it is 
obſervable, that every Heroe (as far as we can judge by 
the Boo's flill remaining) bears his diſtinguiſhed Charac- 
er, and repreſents ſome particular Virtue conducive to 
the whole Deſign. | 
To 
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To bring this to our preſent Subject: The Pleaſure; of ti 
do not compenſate the Miſeries : Age ſleals upon us, 
wares 3 and Death, as the only Cure of our Ills, ought i 
be expected, but not feared. This inſtruction is tobeil 
ſtrated by the Action of ſome great Perſon, Who theref 
more proper for the Buſineſs than Solomon himſelf» An 
why may he not be ſuppoſed now to repeat what, we ta 4; 
for granted, he atted almoſt three thoujand Years ſiny! 
If in the fair Situation where this Prince was placed, hy 
was acquainted with Sorrow 3 ifendowed with the great 
eſt Perfections of Nature, and poſſeſs'd of all the Adyay 
tages of external Condition, he could not find Happineſs; 
the reſt of Mankind may ſaſely ta e the Monarch Wy 
for the Truth of what he aſſerts. And the Author whi 
would perſuade, that we ſhould bear the 1lls of Life pan 
ently, meerly becauſe Solomon felt the ſame, has a bettr 
Argument, than Lucretius had, when in his 1mperiou 
way, he at once convinces and commands, that we ouch 
to ſubmit to Death without repining,becauſeEpicurus di, 
The whole Poem is a Soliloquy : Solomon is the Perſn 
that ſpeats : He is at once the Hero and the Author; but 
he tells us very often what others ſay to him. Thoſe chit. 
ly introduced are his Rabb.es and Philoſophers in the fir 
Boo“, and his Women and their Attendants in the ſecond; 
With th-ſe the Sacred Hiſtory mentions him to have cl: 
verſed; as likewiſe with the Angel brought down mth 
third Book to help him out of his Difficulties, or at leaſt u 
zeach him how to overcome them, | 


Nec Deus interfit niſi dignus vindice nodus. 


I preſume this Poetical Liberty may be very juſtly allou- 
ed me on ſo ſolemn an Occaſion. 

In my Deſcription I have endeavoured to keep to the Ne 
tions and Manners of the Jewiſh Nation, at the im 
when Solomon lived : And where 1 allude to the Cuſtoms 

of the Greeks, 1 believe 1 may be juſtified by the firiftþ 
- Chronology ; though a Poet is not obliged to the Rules, that 
confine an Hiſtorian. Virgil has anticipated two hundril 
Years; or the Trojan Hero and Carthaginian Queer coul 
not have been brought together: An without the ſamt 
Anachroniſm ſeveral of the fineſt Parts of his X-ne1s muſ 
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been omitted. Our Countryman Milton goes yet 
uber. He takes up many of his Material Images ſome 
hands of Tears after the Fall of Man: Nor could 
þ otherwiſe have written, or we read one of the ſub- 
Imef Pieces of Invention that was ever yet produced. 
Ths likewiſe rakes off the Objection, that ſome Names 
f Countries, Terms of Art, and Notions of Natural 
Philoſophy are otherwiſe expreſſed, than can be warrant- 
ed by the Geography or Aſtronomy of Solomon's 
Time, Poets are allowed the ſame Liberty in their De- 
riptions and Compariſons, as Painters in their Dra- 
pries and Ornaments : Their Perſonages may be dreſs'd, 
wt exaftly in the ſame Habits which they wore, but 
in ſuch as make them appear moſt graceſul. In this 
Caſe Probability muſt attone for the want of Truth, 
This Liberty has indeed been abuſed by Eminent Ma- 
ers in either Science, Raphael and Taſſo have ſhew. 
ed their Diſcretion, where Paul Veroneſe and Arioſto 
are to anſwer for their Extravagancies. It is the Exceſs, 
mt the Thing it ſelf, that is blameable, 
I would ſay one Word of the Meaſure, in which 
this, and moſt Poems of the Age are written, Heroic 
with continued Rhime, as Donne and his Contemporas« 
ries uſed it, carrying the Senſe of one Verſe moſt com- 
monly into another, was found too diſſolute and wild, 
and came very often too near Proſe, As Davenant and 
Waller corrected, and Dryden perfefted it; It is too 
confined : It cuts off the Senſe at the End of every firſt 
Lune, which muſt always rhime to the next following; 
and conſequently produces too frequent an Identity in the 
Lund, and brings every Couplet to the Point of an Epi- 
gram, It is indeed too broken and weak, to convey 
e Sentiments and repreſent the Images proper for E- 
pic. And as it tires the Writer while he compoſes, it 
muſt do the ſame to the Reader while he repeats; eſpe- 
ally in a Poem of any conſiderable length. 
If firiking out into Blank Verſe, as Milton did 
| (and in this kind Mr. Philips, had he lived, would 


Wave excelled) or running the Thought into Alternate 
nd Stanza, which allows a greater Variety, and ſtill 
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preſerves the Dignity of the Verſe ; as Spenſer ang 
Fairfax have done; if either of theſe, I ſay, be a pro- 
per Remedy for my Poetical Complaint, or if any 6. 
ther may be found, I dare not determine: I am only 
enquiring, in order to be better informed; without pre. 
ſuming to direct the Judgment of others. And hi 
I am ſpeaking of the Verſe it ſelf, I give all juſt praiſ 
to many of my Friends now living; who have in Epic 
carried the Harmony of their Numbers as far, as ily 
Nature of this Meaſure will permit. But once more; 
he that writes in Rhimes, dances in Fetters: And a; 
his Chain is more extended, he may certainly take lar. 
ger Steps. 

I need make no Apology for the ſhort Digreſſive Pa. 
negyric upon Great Britain, in the firſt Book: I am 
glad to have it obſerved, that there appears throughout 
all my Verſes a Zeal for the Honour of my Country: 
and I had rather be thought a goed Engliſh- man, thay 
the beſt Poet, or greateſt Scholar that ever wrote, 

And now, as to the publiſhing of this Piece, though 
J have in a literal Senſe obſerved Horacc's Nonum 
prematur in Annum ; yet have I by no means obeyed 
our Poetical Laugiver, according to the Spirit of the 

Precept. The Poem has indeed been written and laid 
aſide much longer than the Term preſcribed ; but in the 


mean time I had little Leiſure, and leſs Inclination to 


reviſe or print it, The frequent Interruptions 1 have 
met with in my private Studies, and great Variety of 
Public Life, in which I have been imployed ; my Thoughts 


(uch as they are) having generally been expreſſed in 


Foreign Language, and even formed by a Habitude ve. 
ry different from what the Beauty and Flegance of 
Engliſh Poetry requires: All theſe, and ſome other 
Circumſtances, which we had as good paſs by at pit 
ſent, do juſtly contribute to make my Excuſe in this Bt 
half very plauſible. Far indeed from deſigning to print, ! 
had locked up theſe Papers in my Scritoire, there to lie n 
Peace, till my Executors might have talen them out, 
What altered this Deſign 3 or how my Scritoire came 


to be unlocked before my Coffin was nailed; is the Que. 


ſtion. 


PREFACE. 


un, The true Reaſon I take to be the beſt: Many of 
j Friends of the firſt Quality, fineſt Learning, and 
reteſt Underſtanding, have wreſted the Key from my 
gunds by a very kind and irreſiſtible Violence: And the 
bum is publiſhed, not without my Conſent indeed, but 
a little againſt my Opinion; and with an implicit Sub- 
niſſon to the partiality of their Judgment. As I give 
i here the Fruits of many of my vacant Hours to their 
Amuſement and Pleaſure; 1 ſhall always think my ſelf 
happy, if 1 may dedicate my moſt ſerious Endeavours 
to their Intereſt and Service. And I am proud to fi. 
wh this Preface by ſaying, that the Violence of many 
Enemies, whom I never juſtly offended, is abundantly 
recompenſed, by the Goodneſs of more Friends, whom I 
un never ſufficiently oblige. And if 1 here aſſume the 
Liberty of mextioning my Lord Harley and Lord Ba- 
thurſt as the Authors of this Amicable Confederacy, 
among all thoſe, whoſe Names do me great Honour in 
the Beginning of my Book : Theſe Two only ought tobe 
angry with me; for I diſobey their poſutive Order, whilſt 
I make even this ſmall Acknowledgment - of their par- 
licular Kindneſs, 


The ARGUMENT. 


O LOMO N ſeeking Happineſs from 
8 Knowledge, convenes the Learned Men 
of his Kingdom; requires them to explain 
to him the various Operations and Effects 
of Nature; diſcourſes of Vegetables, 4. 
nimals, and Man; propoſes — Queſti- 
ons concerning the Origin, and Situation 
of the habitable Earth; proceeds to exa- 
mine the Syſtem of the viſible Heaven, 
doubts if there may not be a Plurality of 
Worlds, enquires into the Nature of Spi- 
rits and Angels; and wiſhes to be more 
fully informed, as to the Attributes of the 
Supreme Being. He is imperfectly anſwer- 
ed by the Rabbins, and Doctors; blames 
his own Curioſity; and concludes, that 
as to Human Science, All is Vanih). 


TEXT» 


1 


TEXTS chiefly alluded to in this BOOK. 


The Words of the Preacher, the Son of David, King 
of Jeruſalem. Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. I. Verſ. 1. 


Vanity of Vanities, ſaith the Preacher, Vanity of Va- 
nities, all is Vanity. Verſ. 2. 


| communed with mine own Heart, ſaying, Lo, Iam 
come to great Eſtate, and have gotten more Wiſ⸗ 
dom, than all they that have been before me in Je- 
ruſalem: Yea, my Heart had great Experience of 
Wiſdom and Knowledge. Verſ. 16. 


He ſpake of Trees, from the Cedar-Tree that is in Te- 
banon, even unto the Hyſſop that ſpringeth our of 
the Wall: he ſpake alſo of Beaſts, and of Fowl, 
and of creeping Things, and of Fiſhes. 1 Kings, 
Chap. IV. Verſ. 33. 


[ know, that whatſoever God doeth, ir ſhall be for 
ever: nothing can be put to it, nor any thing taken 
from it; and God doth it, that Men ſhould fear 
before him. Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. III. Verſ. 14. 


He hath made every thing beautiful in his Time: Al- 
Ks ſo he hath ſer the World in their Heart, ſo that no 
Man can find out the Work that God maketh fro 


the Beginning to the End, Verſ. 11. | 
For 


TExrTs chiefly alluded to in this Boot. 

For in much Wiſdom is much Grief: and he that 7 
Knowledge, increaſeth Sorrow. Chap. 
Verl. 18. 


And further, by theſe, my Son, be admoniſhed: 
making many Books there is no End; and m 
Study is a wearineſs of the Fleſh. Chap. XI 
Verl. 12. 
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NOWLEDGE: 


THE 


FIRST BOO K. 


E Sons of Men, with juſt Regard attend, 
boObſerve the Preacher, and believe the 
1 Piriend, | 
D ag] Whoſe ſerious Muſe inſpires him to ex- 
ky, plain, 

That all we act, and all we think is vain. 
tat in this Pilgrimage of Seven ty Years, 

Ver Rocks of Pearls, and thro? Vales of Tears 
:Itin'd ro march, our doubrful Steps we tend, 

ird with the Toil, yet fearful of it's End. 

tat from the Womb we take our fatal Shares 

Y: Follies, Paſſions, Labours, Tumults, Cares; 

Ind at Approach of Death ſhall only know £ 


he Truths, which from theſe penſive Numbers flow, 

hat we purſue falſe Joy, and ſuffer real Woe. 
roppinels, Object of that waking Dream, 

'hich we call Life, miſtaking ; Fugitive Theme 

f my purſuing Verſe, Ideal Shade, 

otional Good, by Fancy only made, 

ind by Tradition nurs'd, fallacious Fire, 

Whoſe dancing Beams mi{-lead our fond Deſire. 

| H Cauſe 
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114 POEMS on ſeveral Occafun;, 
Cagſe of our Care, arid'Error of our Mind: 
O! had'ſt thou ever been by Heav'n deſign'd 
To Adam, and his Mortal 3 the Boon 
Entire, had been reſerv'd for Solomon: 

On me the partial Lot had been beſtow'd; 

And in my Cup the golden Draught had flow'd, 

But O! e're yet original Man was made; 

E' re the Foundations of the Earth were laid; 
It was, opponent to our Search, ordain d, 
That Joy, ſtill ſought, ſhould never be attain d. 
This, ſad Experience cites me to reveal; 

And what I dictate is from what I feel, 

Born as I was, great David's fav'rite Son, 
Dear to my People, on the Hebrew Throne 
Sublime, my Court with Ophir's Treaſures bleſt, 
My Name extended to the fartheſt Eaſt, 

My Body cloth'd with every ourward Grace, 
Strength in my Limbs,” and Beauty in my Face, 
My ſhining Thought with fruitful Notions croyn 
Quick my Invention, and my Judgment ſoung, 
Ariſe (I commun'd with my ſelf) ariſe ; 
Think, to be Happy; to be Great, be Wiſe: 
Content of Spirit muſt from Science flow ; 
For *tis a Godlike Attribute, to know. 

I faid; and ſent my Edict thro? the Land: 
Around my Throne the Letter d Rabbins ſtand, 
Hiſtorick Leaves revolve, long Volumes ſpread, 
The old diſcourſing, as the younger read: 
Attent I heard, propos'd my Doubts, and ſaid; 

The Vegetable World, each Plant, and Tree, 
Ir's Seed, it's Name, it's Nature, it's Degree 
I am allow'd, as Fame reports, to know, 
From the fair Cedar, on the craggy Brow . 
Of Lebanon nodding ſupremely tall, 

To creeping Moſs, and HZyſſop on the Wall: 
Yer juſt and conſcious to my ſelf, I find 
A thouſand Doubts oppoſe the ſearching Mind. 

I know not why the Beach delights the Glade 

With Boughs extended, and a rounder Wy 1 
. | uU 
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ulſt row'ring Firrs in Conic forms ariſe, 

ul with a pointed Spear divide the Skies: 

jor why again the changing Oak ſhould ſhed 

e yearly Honour of his ſtately Head: 

jilſt the diſtinguiſh'd Tew is ever ſeen, 

ichang'd his Branch, and permanent his Green. 

ating the Sun why does the Caltha fade? - 

hy does the Cypreſs flouriſh in the Shade? 

he Fiz and Date, why love they to remain 

middle Station and an even Plain; 

File in the lower Marſh the Gourd is found; 

Ind while the Hill with Olive ſhade is crown'd ? 

ſhy does one Climate, and one Soil endue 

he bluſhing Poppy with a crimſon Hue; 

t leave the Lilly pale, and tinge the Violet blue? 

ſhy does the fond Carnation love to ſhoot 

| arious Colour from one Parent Root; \ 

While the fantaſtick Tulip ſtrives to break 

two-fold Beauty, and a parted Streak? 

he wining Jaſmine, and the bluſhing Roſe, 

th laviſh Grace their Morning Scents diſcloſe: 

he ſmelling Tub'raſe and Junquele declare, 

e ſtronger Impulſe of an Evening Air. 

hence has the Tree (reſolve 2 or the Flow'r 

rarious Inſtinct, or a diffrent Pow'r ? ; 

by — one Earth, one Clime, one Stream, one 
reath - 

uſe this to Strength, and ficken that ro Death? 

hence does it happen, chat the Plant which well 

e name the Senſitive, ſhould move and feel ? 

hence know her Leaves to anſwer her Command, 

nd with quick Horror fly the neighb'ring Hand? 

Along the Sunny Bank, or War'ry Mead, | 

en thouſand Stalks their various Bloſſoms ſpread : 

aceful and lowly in their native Soil, 

hey neither know to ſpin, nor care to toil; 

et With confeſs d Magnificence deride 

Pur vile Attire, and Impotence of Pride. 

he Cowſlip ſmiles, in brighter yellow dreſs d, 

han that which veils the nubile Virgin's Breaſt. 

H 2 A fair · 
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Take but the humbleſt Lilly of the Field; 


A fairer Red ſtands r in the Roſe, 
Than that which on the Bridegroom's Veſtment flows? 


And if our Pride will to our Reaſon yield, 

It muſt by ſure Compariſon be ſhown, 

That on the Regal Seat great David's Son, 
Array'd in all his Robes, and Types of Pow'r, 
Shines with leſs Glory, than that ſimple Flower. 

Of Fiſhes next, my Friends, I would enquire, 
How the mute Race engender, or reſpirez; 
From the ſmall Fry that glide on Jordan's Stream 
Unmark'd, a Multitude without a Name, 

To that Leviathan, who o'er the Seas 

Immenſe rolls onward his impetuous Ways, 
And mocks the Wind, and in the Tempeſt plays. 
How they in warlike Bands march preatly enk 
From freezing Waters, and the colder North, 
To Southern Climes directing their Career, 
Their Station changing with th' inverted Year, 
How all with careful Knowledge are indu'd, 

To chuſe their proper Bed, and Wave, and Food: þ 
To guard their Spawn, and educate their Brood, 
Of Birds, how each according to her Kind 

Proper Materials for her Neſt can find; 

And build a Frame, which deepeſt Thought in 
Would or amend, or imitate in vain. 

How in ſmall Flights they know to try their Young, 
And teach the callow Child her Parent's Song. 
Why theſe frequent the Plain, and thoſe the Wood 
Why ev'ry Land has her ſpecific Brood. 

Where the tall Crane, or winding Swallow goes, 
Fearful of gathering Winds, and falling Snows: 
If into Rocks, or hollow Trees they creep, 
In temporary Death confin'd to Sleep; 

Or conſcious of the coming Evil, fly 

To milder Regions, and a Southern Sky. 

Of Beaſts and creeping Inſects ſhall we trace 
The wond'rous Nature, and the various Race; 
Or wild or tame, or Friend to Man or Foe, 
Of us what they, or what of them we know? 


T 
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Tell me, ye ſtudious, who pretend to ſee 

far into Nature's Boſom, whence the Bee 

Was firſt inform'd her vent'rous Flight to ſteer 

Thro tractleſs Paths, and an Abyſs of Air. 

Whence ſhe avoids the ſlimy Marſh, and knows 

The fertile Hills, where ſweeter Herbage grows, 

And Hon * Flow'rs their opening Buds diſ- 
oſe. 

How from the thicken'd Miſt, and ſetting Sun 

Finds ſhe the Labour of her Day is done? 

Who taught her againſt Winds and Rains to ſtrive, 

To bring her Burden to the certain Hive, 

And thro? the liquid Fields again to pals - 

Dutious, and hark ning to the ſounding Braſs ? 
And, O thou Sluggard, tell me why the Ant 
Midſt Summer's Plenty thinks of Winter's want: 

By conſtant Journies careful to prepare 

Her Stores; and bringing home the Corny Ear, 

By what Inſtruction does ſhe bite the Grain, 

Leſt hid in Earth, and taking Root again, 

E might elude the Foreſight of her Care? 

Diſtinct in either Inſect's Deed appear 

The Marks of Thought, Contrivance, Hope, and 
Fear. | | 

Fix thy corporeal, and internal Eye, 

Un the young Gnat, or new-engender'd Fly; 

On the vile. Worm, that Yeſterday began 

0 crawl; thy Fellow-Creatures, abject Man! 

Lice thee they breath, they move, they taſt, they ee, 

hey ſhow their Paſſions by their Acts like thee: 

Varting their Stings, they previouſly declare 

beſign d Revenge, and fierce intent of War: 

ying their Eggs, they evidently prove 

he Genial Power, and full Effe& of Love. 

ich then has Or to digeſt his Food, 

Une to beget, and one receive the Brood: 

as Limbs and Sinews, Blood and Heart, and = 


ate, and her proper Functions to ſuſtain ; 
ho the whole Fabric ſmaller than a Grain. 


What 
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What more can our penurious Reaſon grant 
To the large Whale, or Caſtled Elephant, 
To thoſe enormous Terrors of the Nile, 
The creſted Snate, and long-tail'd Crocodile, 
Than that all differ bur in Shape and Name, 
Each deſtin'd to a leſs, or larger Frame? ike 
For potent Nature loves a various Act, 
Prone to enlarge, or ſtudious to contract: 
Now forms her Work too ſmall, now too immenſ " 
And ſcorns the Meaſures of our feeble Senſe. 
The Object ſpread too far, or rais'd too high, 
Denies it's real Image to the Eye: 
Too little, it cludes the dazl'd Sight; 
Becomes mixt Blackneſs, or unparted Light. 
Water and Air the varied Form confound; 0 
The Strait looks crooked, and the Square grows round 
Thus while with fruitleſs Hope, and weary Pain, 
We ſeek great Nature's Pow'r, but ſeek in vain; 
Safe fits 4 Goddeſs in her dark Retreat; 
Around her, myriads of Ideas wait, | 
And endleſs Shapes, which the myſterious Queen 
Can take or quit, can alter or retain : 
As from our loſt Purſuir ſhe wills to hide 
Her cloſe Decrees, and chaſten human Pride. 
Untam'd and fierce the Tiger ſtill remains: 
He tires his Life in biting on his Chains: 4 
For the kind Gifts of Water, and of Food, ; 
Ungrateful, and returning IIl for Good, 
He ſecks his Keeper's Fleſh, and thirſts his Blood: 
While the ſtrong Camel, and the gen'rous Horſe, 
Reſtrain'd and aw'd by Man's inferior Force, 
Do to the Rider's Will their Rage ſubmit, 
And anſwer to the Spur, and own the Bit; 
Stretch their glad Mouths to meet the Feeder's Hand, 
Pleas'd with fis Weight, and proud of his Command. 


Again: the lonely Fox roams far abroad, 
On ſecret Rapine bent, and Midnight Fraud; 
Now haunts the Cliff, now traverſes the Lawn; 
And flies the hated Neighbourhood of Man: Whik 
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ſtile the kind Spaniel, and the faithful Hound, 
zelt that Fox in Shape and Species found, 

fuſes thro? theſe Cliffs and Lawns to roam; 
ſues the noted Path, and covers home; 

os with kind Joy Domeſtic Faces meet; 

les what the glutted Child denies to eat; 

id dying, licks his long-loy'd Maſter's Feet. 

by what immediate Cauſe they are inclin'd, 

1 many Acts, 'tis hard, I own, to find. 

ke in others, or I think I ſee, 

ut tri their Principles, and our's agree, 

jl like us they ſhun, and covet Good; 

bhor the Poiſon, and receive the Food. 

ke us they love or hate: like us my know, 

0 joy the Friend, or grapple with the Foe. 

ich ſeeming Thought their Action they intend, 
d uſe the Means proportion'd to the End. 

[hen vainly the Philoſopher avers, 

That Reaſon guides our Deed, and Inſtinct their's. 
ow can we juſtly diff'rent Cauſes frame, 

hen the Effects entirely are the ſame? 

ſtinct and Reaſon how can we divide ? 

1s the Fool's Ign'rance, and the Pedant's Pride. 
With the ſame Folly ſure, Man vaunts his Sway: 
f the brute Beaſt refuſes ro obey. | 
or tell me, when the empry Boaſter's Word 
'roclaims himſelf the univerſal Lord; 

oes he not tremble, leſt the Lion's Paw 

ould join his Plea againſt the fancy'd Law? 

'ould nor the learned Coward leave the Chair ; 
in the Schools or Porches ſhould appear 

be fierce Hyena, or the foaming Bear ? 

The Combatant too late the Field declines; 

When now the Sword is girded to his Loins. 

hen the ſwift Veſſel flies before the Wind; 

00 late the Sailor views the Land behind. 

nd tis too late now back again to bring 

aquiry, rais' d and tow'ring on the Wing; 

orward ſhe ſtrives, averſe to be with-held 

tom nobler Objects, and a larger Field. 2 
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Conſider with me this Ætherial Space, 
Yielding to Earth and Sea the middle Place, 
Anxious I ask ye, how the Penſile Ball 
Should never ſtrive to riſe, nor fear to fall. 
When I reflect, how the revolving Sun 
Does round our Globe his crooked Journies run; 
I doubt of many Lands, if they contain 
Or Herd of Beaſt, or Colony of Man: 

If any Nations pals their deſtin'd Days 
Beneath the REY Sun's diredter Rays: 
If any ſuffer on the Polar Coaſt, 

The Rage of Arctos, and eternal Froſt. 

May not the Pleaſure of Omnipotence 

To each of theſe ſome ſecret Good diſpenſe ? 
Thoſe who amidſt the Torrid Regions live, 
May they not Gales unknown to us receive; 
See daily Show*rs rejoice the thirſty Earth, 
And bleſs the flow'ry Buds ſucceeding Birth? 
May they not pity us, condemn'd to bear 
The various Heav'n of an obliquer Sphere; 
While by fix'd Laws, and with a juſt Return, 
They feel twelve Hours that ſhade, for twelve that burn; 
And praiſe the neighb'ring Sun, whoſe conſtant Flame 
Enlightens them with Seaſons till the ſame? 

And may not thoſe, whoſe diſtant Lot is caſt 
North beyond Tartary's extended Waſte, 
Where thro? the Plains of one continual Day, 
Six ſhining Months purſue their even Way 

And fix ſucceeding urge their dusky Flight, 
Obſcur'd with Vapors and o'erwhelm'd in Night; 
May not, I ask, the Natives of theſe Climes 

(As Annals may inform ſucceeding 3 

To our Quoridian Change of Heav'n prefer 
Their own Viciſſitude, and equal Share 

Of Day and Night, diſparted thro? the Year ? 
May they not ſcorn our Sun's repeated Race, 

To narrow Bounds preſcrib'd, and little Space, 
Haſt' ning from Morn, and headlong driv'n from Noon, 
Half of our daily Toil yet ſcarcely done? 
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Wy they not juſtly to our Climes upbraid 
hortneſs of Night, and penury of Shade; 
That &re our weary d Limbs are juſtly bleſt 
With wholeſom Sleep, and neceſſary Reſt ; 
mother Sun demands return of Care, 
The remnant Toil of Yeſterday to bear? 
Whilſt, when the Solar Beams falute their Sight, 
told and ſecure in half a Lear of Light, 
Vninterrupted Voyages they take 
To the remoteſt Wood, and fartheſt Lake; 
Manage the Fiſhing, and purſue the Courſe 
With more extended Nerves, and more continu'd Force. 
And when declining Day forſakes their Sky; 
When gath' ring Clouds ſpeak gloomy Winter nigh ; 
With Plenty for the coming Seaſon bleſt, 
Six ſolid Months (an Age) they live, releas'd 
From all the Labor, Proceſs, Clamor, Woe, 
Which our ſad Scenes of daily Action know: 
They light the ſhining Lamp, prepare the Feaſt, 
And with full Mirth receive the welcome Gueſt ; 
Or tell their tender Loves (the only Care 
Which now they ſuffer) to the liſt' ning Fair; 
And rais'd in Pleaſure, or repos'd in Eaſe 
(Grateful Alrernates of ſubſtantial. Peace) 
They bleſs the long Nocturnal Influence ſhed 
On the crown'd Goblet, and the Genial Bed. 
In foreign Iſles which our Diſcov'rers find, 
Far from this length of Continent disjoin'd, 
The rugged Bears, or ſpotted Lynx's brood; 
frighten the Vallies, and infeſt the Wood: 
The hungry Crocodile, and hiſſing Snake 
Lurk in the troubl'd Stream and fenny Brake: 
And Man untaught, and rav'nous as the Beaſt, 
Does Valley, Wood, and Brake, and Stream infeſt. 
Der#''d theſe Men and Animals their Birth 
From Trunk of Oak, or pregnant Womb of Earth? 
Whence then the old Belief, that all began 
In Eden's Shade, and one created Man ? 
BY grant, this Progeny was wafted o'er 
y coaſting Boats from next adjacent Shoar : 


— — — 33 —_ + = 
— — — >» 
— — — Se. 


FELT 
_ 


4 
N 
= 
1 
' 
1 


=, . 
— 2 
1 Sad. A 
* * — 2 - - 
— — 3 * 
—— * # rt — Wii — 


Would 


122 POEMS on ſeveral Occafions. 


Would thoſe, from whom we will ſuppoſe they ſorins 
Slaughter to harmleſs Lands, and Pollon belngd © 
Would they on Board or Bears, or Lynxes take, 
Feed the She-Adder, and the brooding Snake ? 

Or could they think the new Diſcover'd Iſle 
Pleas'd ro receive a pregnant Crocodile ? 

And fince the Savage Lineage we muſt trace 
From Noah ſav'd, and his diſtinguiſh'd Race; 
How ſhould their Fathers happen to forget 
The Arts which Noah taught, the Rules he ſer, 
To ſow the Glebe, to plant the gen'rous Vine, 
And load with grateful Flames = holy Shrine? 
While the great Sire's unhappy Sons are found, 
Unpreſs'd their Vintage, and untill'd their Ground, 
Straggling o'er Dale and Hill in queſt of Food, 
And rude of Arts, of Virtue, and of God, 

How ſhall we next o'er Earth and Seas purſue 
The vary'd Forms of ev'ry thing we view; 

Thar all is chang'd, tho' all is 2 the ſame, 

Fluid the Parts, yet durable the Frame? 

Of thoſe Materials, which have been confeſs d 

The priſtine Springs, and Parents of the reſt, 

Each becomes other. Water ſtop'd gives Birth 

To Graſs and Plants, and thickens into Earth: 
Diffus'd ir riſes in a higher Sphere; 

Dilates it's Drops, and ſoftens into Air: 

Thoſe finer Parts of Air again aſpire; 

Move into Warmth, and brighren into Fire: 

That Fire once more by thicker Air o'ercome, 

And downward forc'd, in Earth's capacious Womb 

Alters it's Particles; is Fire no more; 

But lies Reſplendent Duſt, and ſhining Ore; 

Or running thro? the mighty Mother's Veins, _ 

Changes it's Shape; puts off it's old Remains; 

With wat'ry Parts it's leſſen'd Force divides; 
Flows into Waves, and riſes into Tides. 

D.iſparted Streams ſhall from their Channels fly, 

And deep ſurcharg'd by ſandy Mountains lyc, 

Obſcurely ſepulcher d. By eating Rain, 


And furious Wind, down to the diſtant Plain The 
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ſhe Hill, that hides his Head above the Skies, | 
Qull fall: The Plain by flow Degrees ſhall riſe 
fioher than er*ſt had ſtood the Summit-Hill: 
for Time muſt Nature's great Beheſts fulfill. 

Thus by a length of Years, and change of Fate, 
U Things are light or heavy, ſmall or great: 
ſhus Jordan's. Waves ſhall future Clouds appear, 
ind Egypt's Pyramids refine to Air. 
Thus later Age ſhall ask for Piſon's Flood: 
And Travellers enquire, where Babel ſtood. 

Now where we ſec theſe Changes often fall, 
fedate we paſs them by, as Natural: 
Where to our Eye more rarely they appear, 
The pompous Name of Prodigy they bear : 
Li active Thought theſe cloſe Mæanders trace, 
Let human Wit their dubious Bound'ries place. 
Are all Things Miracle; or nothing ſuch ? 
And prove we nor roo little, or too much ? 

For that a Branch cut off, a wither'd Rod 
Should at a Word pronounc'd revive and bud: 
5 this more ſtrange, than that the Mountain's Brow, 
Nip'd by December's Froſt, and white with Snow, 
Sould puſh, in Spring, ten thouſand thouſind Buds; 
And boaſt returning Leaves, and blooming Woods? 
That each ſucczſſive Night from opening Heav'n | 
The Food of Angels ſhould to Man be giv*n 3 - 
I this more ſtrange, than that with common Bread 
Dur fainting Bodies every Day are fed; 
Than that each Grain and Seed conſum'd in Earth, 
Raiſes it's Store, and multiplies it's Birth; 
And from the handful, which the Tiller ſows, 

The labour'd Fields rejoice, and future Harveſt flows? 
Then from whare'cr we can to Senſe produce, 
Common and plain, or wond'rous and abſtruſe, 
From Nature's conſtant or Eccentric Laws, 
Uhe thoughtful Soul this gen'ral Influence draws, 
j hat an Effect muſt preſuppoſe a Cauſe. 
Hand while ſhe does her upward Flight ſuſtain, 
þ ouching each Link of the continud Chain, T 

c 
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At length ſhe is oblig'd and forc'd to ſee 
A Firſt, a Source, a Life, a Deity; 

What has for ever been, and mult for ever be. 
This great Exiſtence thus by Reaſon found, 
Bleſs'd by all Pow'r, with all Perfection crown'd: 

How can we bind or limit his Decree, 
By what our Ear has heard, or Eye may ſee? 
Say then: Is all in Heaps of Water loſt, 
Beyond the Iſlands, and the Midland Coaſt ? 
Or has that God, who gave our World it's Birth, 
Sever'd thoſe Waters by ſome other Earth, 
Countries by future Plow-ſhares to be torn, 
And Cities rais'd by Nations yet unborn ? 
E're the progreſſive Courſe of reſtleſs Age 
Performs three thouſand Times it's Annual Stage; 
May not our Pow'r and Learning be ſuppreſt; 
And Arts and Empire learn to travel Weſt ? 
Where, by the Strength of this Idea charm'd, 
Lighten'd with Glory, and with Rapture warm'd, 
Aſcends my Soul? what ſees ſhe white and great 
Amidſt ſubjected Seas? An Tſe, the Seat 
Of Pow'r and Plenty; her Imperial Throne, 
For Juſtice and for Mercy ſought and known; 
Virtues Sublime, great Attributes of Heay'n, 
From thence to this diſtinguiſh'd Nation giv'n. 
Vet farther Weſt the Weſtern Iſle extends 
Her happy Fame; her Armed Fleets ſhe ſends 
Fo Climates folded yer from human Eye; 
And Lands, which we imagine Wave and Sky. 
From Pole to Pole ſhe hears her Act, reſound, 
And rules an Empire by no Occan bound; 
Knows her Ships anchor'd, and her Sails unfurl'd 
In other Indies, and a ſecond World. i 
Long ſhall Britannia (that muſt be her Name) 
Be firſt in Conqueſt, and preſide in Fame: 
Long ſhall her — Monarchy engage 
The Teeth of Envy, and the Force of Age: 
Rever'd and Happy ſhe ſhall long remain, 
Of Human Things leaſt changeable, leaſt vain. 
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ſe all muſt with the gen ral Doom comply; 
ud this great Glorious Pow'r, tho? laſt, muſt dye) 
Now let us leave this Earth, and lift our Eye | 
To the large Convex of yon” Azure Sky: 
Behold it Ike an ample Curtain ſpread, 
Now ſtreak'd and n with the Morning Red; 
mon at Noon in flaming Yellow bright, 
And chuſing Sable for the peaceful Night. 
Ak Reaſon now, whence Light and Shade were giv'ng 
And whence this great Variety of Heay'n: 
Reaſon our Guide, what can ſhe more reply, 
Than that the Sun illuminates the Sky; 
Than that Night riſes from his abſent Ray, 
And his returning Luſtre kindles Day? 
But we expect the Morning Red in vain: 
Tis hid in Vapours, or obſcur'd by Rain. 
The noontide Yellow we in vain require : 
Tis black in Storm, or red in Light ning Fire. 
Pichy and dark the Night ſometimes appears, 
Friend to our Woe, and Parent of our Fears: 
Our Joy and Wonder ſometimes ſhe excites, 
With Stars unnumber'd, and eternal Lights. 
Send forth, ye Wiſe, ſend forth your Lab'ring Thought: 
Let it return with empty Notions fraught, 
Of airy Columns every Moment broke, 
Of circling Whirlpools, and of Spheres of Smoke: 
let this Solution but once more affords 
New Change of Terms, and ſcaffolding of Words: 
In other Garb my 5 I receive; 
And take the Doubt the very ſame I gave. 
Lo! as a Giant ſtrong the luſty Sun 
. Rounds in one great Round does run, 
Twotold his Courſe, yet conſtant his Career, 
Changing the Day, and finiſhing the Year, 
Again when his deſcending Orb retires, 
And Earth perceives the Abſence of his Fires ; 
The Moon affords us her alternate Ray, 
And with kind Beams diſtributes fainter Day: 
Yer keeps the Stages of her Monthly Race, 
Various her Beams, and changeable her Face. 
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Each Planet ſhining in his proper Sphere, 

Does with juſt Speed his radiant Voyage ſteer : 
Each ſees his Lamp with diffrent Luſtre crown'd: 
Each knows his Courſe with diff'rent Periods bound 
And in his Paſſage thro* the liquid Space, 

Nor haſtens, nor retards his Neighbour's Race, 
Now ſhine theſe Planets with ſubſtantial Rays 
Does innate Luſtre gild their meaſur'd Days? 

Or do they (as your Schemes, I think, have ſhown) 
Dart furtive Beams, and Glory nor their own, 9 
All Servants to that Source of Light, the Sun? 

Again I ſee ten thouſand thouſand Stars, 
Norcaſt in Lines, in Circles, nor in Squares: 
(Poor Rules, with which our bounded Mind is fuld, 
When we would plant or cultivate, or 15 
Bur ſhining with ſuch vaſt, ſuch various Light, 
As ſpeaks the Hand, that form'd them, 1 
How mean the Order and Perfection ſought 
In the beſt Product of the human Thought, 
Compar'd to the great Harmony that reigns 
In what the Spirit of the World ordains! 

Now if the Sun to Earth tranſmits his Ray, 
Yer does not ſcorch us with too fierce a Day; 
How ſmall a Portion of his Pow'r is giv'n 
To Orbs more diſtant, and remoter Heav'n? 
And of thoſe Stars, which our imperfect Eye 
Has doom'd and fix'd to one Eternal Sky, 

Each by a native ſtock of Honour great, 

May dart ſtrong Influence, and diftuſe kind Heat, 
It ſelf a Sun; and with tranſmiſſive Light 
Enliven Worlds deny'd to human Sight; 
Around the Circles of their ambient Skies 

New Moons may grow or wane, may ſer or riſc; 
And other Stars may to thoſe Suns be Earths; 
Give their own Elements their proper Births; 
Divide their Climes, or elevate their Pole; 

See their Lands flouriſh, and their Occans roll; 

| Yer theſe great Orbs thus radically bright, 
Primiuve Founts, and Origins of Light, 


May 
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May each to other (as their diff rent Sphere 
Makes or their Diſtance, or their Height appear) 
ze ſcen a nobler, or inferior Star; 
And in that Space, which we call Air and Sky, © 
Myriads of Earths, and Moons, and Suns may lye 
Vameaſur*d, and unknown by human Eye. 

In vain we meaſure this amazing Sphere, 
And find and fix it's Centre here or = 3 
Whilſt it's Circumf rence, ſcorning to be brought 
Vn into fancy d Space, illudes our vanquiſh'd Thought. 

Where then are all the radiant Monſters driv'n, 
With which your Gueſſes fill'd the frighten'd Heay'n > 
Where will their fictious Images remain x 
In Paper Schemes, and the Chaldear's Brain. 
This Problem yer, this Offspring of a Gueſs, 
Let us for once a Child of Truth confeſs ; 
That theſe fair Stars, theſe Objects of Delight, 
And Terror, to our ſearching dazl'd Sight, 
Are Worlds immenſe, unnumber'd, infinite. 
Bur do theſe Worlds diſplay their Beams, or guide 
Their Orbs, to ſerve thy Uſe, to pleaſe thy Pride? 
Thy ſelf but Duſt, thy Stature but a Span, 
A Moment thy Duration; fooliſh Man! 
As well may the minuteſt Emmet ſay, 
That Caucaſus was rais'd, to pave his Way: 
The Snail, thar Lebanon's extended Wood 
Was deſtin'd only for his Walk, and Food : 
The vileſt Cockle, gaping on the Coaſt 

rounds the ample Seas, as well may boaſt, 

he craggy Rock projects above the Sky, 
hat he in Safety at it's Foot may lye; 
Und the whole Ocean's confluent Waters ſwell, 
Only to quench his Thirſt, or move and blanch his Shell. 
A higher Flight the vent'rous Goddeſs tries, 
paving material Worlds, and local Skies: 
E1qures, what are the Beings, where the Space, 
That form'd and held the Angels ancient Race. 
For Rebel Lucifer with Michael fought: 
| offer only What Tradition taught:) 
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Embattl'd Cherub 2 Cherub roſe; . 
Did Shield to Shield, and Pow'r to Pow'r oppoſe: 
Heav'n rung with Triumph: Hell was fill'd with (WP 


oes. | 
What were theſe Forms, of which your Volumes e 
How ſome fought great, and others recreant fell Ny 


Theſe bound to bear an everlaſting Load, 
Durance of Chain, and Baniſhment of God : 
By fatal Turns their wretched Strength to tire; 
To ſwim in ſulph'rous Lakes, or land on ſolid Fir: ub 
While thoſe exalted to primæval Light, oy 
Exceſs of Blefling, and —_— Delight, 
Only perceive ſome little Pauſe of Joys hat 
In thoſe great Moments, when their God implo e 
Their Miniſtry, to pour his threaten'd Hate 
On the proud King, or the rebellious State: 
Or to reverſe Jehovah's hi h Command, Jo t 
And ſpeak the Thunder falling from his Hand, pn « 
When to his Duty the proud King returns; 
And the Rebellious State in Aſhes mourns. 
How can good Angels be in Heav'n confin'd, 
Or view that Preſence, which no Space can bind? WW" 
Is God above, beneath, or yon”, or here? Fon 
He who made all, is he not ev'ry where? 1 
O how can wicked Angels find a Night * 
So dark, to hide em from that piercing Light, 
Which form'd the Eye, and gave the Pow'r of Sight 
What mean I now of Angel, when I hear 
Firm Body, Spirit pure, or fluid Air? =” 
Spirits to Action ſpiritual confin'd, 5 
Friends to our Thought, and Kindred to our Mind 


Should only act and prompt us from within, - ls 
Nor by external Eye be ever ſeen. * 
Was it not therefore to our Fathers known, =. 


That theſe had Appetite, and Limb, and Bone? f 
Elſe how could Abram waſh their weary'd Feet; WR. 
Or Sarah pleaſe their Taſte with ſav'ry Meat? 
Whence ſhould they fear + or why did Lot cngige 


To fave their Bodies from abuſive Rage? 
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1d how could Jatol, in a reab Fight... 
«| or reſiſt the 'wieſtling Angel's Might? 

ow could a Form. it's Strength with Matter try? 
r how a Spirit touch a Mortal's Thigh ? 

Now are they Air condens d, or gather'd Rays? 
ow guide they then our Pray'r, or keep our Ways, 
y ſtronger Blaſts ſtill ſubject to be toſt, 

bj Tempeſts ſcatter d, and in Whirlwinds loſt ? 
Have they again (as ſacred Song proclaims) 
ubſtances-real, and exiſting Frames? 

ow comes it, ſince with chem we jointly ſhare 

The great Effect of one Creator's Care; 

hat whilſt our Bodies ficken, and decay, 

heir's are for ever healthy, young, and gay? 

Thy, whilſt we ſtruggle in this Vale beneath, 

Vich Want and Sorrow, with Diſeaſe and Death; 

do they more bleſs'd perpetual Life employ 

n Songs of Pleaſure, and in Scenes of Joy? 

Now when my Mind has all this World ſurvey'd, 
nd found, that nothing by it ſelf was made; 

hen Thought has rais d it ſelf by juſt Degrees, 

rom Vallies crown'd with lo w' rs, and Hills with Trees; 
rom ſmoaking Min'rals, and from riſing Streams; 
om fatt'ning Nilus, or victorious Thames 3 

tom all the Living, that four - footed move 

long the Shoar, the Meadow, or the Grove; 

om all that can with Finns, or Feathers fly 

pro” the Acrial, or the Wat'ry Sky; 

Im the poor Reptile with a reas'ning Soul, 

Wat miſerable Maſter of the whole; | 

om this great Object of the Body's Eye, 

Ws fair half. round, this ample azure Sky, 

Wrribly large, and wonderfully bright 

With Stars unnumber'd, and unmeaſur*d Light; 

Im Eſſences unſeen, Celeſtial Names, 

Wight'ning Spirits, and miniſterial Flames, 

5's, Dominions, Potentates, and Thrones, 

7 chat in each Degree the Name of Creature owns: 
we our Reaſon to that ſov'reign Cauſe, 

Po bleſtthe whole withLife,and bounded itwithLaws; 
5 I Who 
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Who forth from nothing call'd this comely Frame, 

His Will and Act, his Word and Work the ſame; 

To whom a thouſand Years are but a Day; 

Who bad the Light her genial Beams diſplay; Q 

And ſet the Moon, and taught the Sun his Way: 9 

Who. waking Time, his Creature, from the Source 

Primæval, order'd his predeſtin'd Courſe: 

Himſelf, as in the Hollow of his Hand, 

Holding, obedient to his high Command, 

The deep Abyſs, the long continu'd Store, 

Where Months, and Days, and Hours, and Minutes 
our 

Their A Parts, and thenceforth are no more. 

This Alpha and Omega, firſt and laſt, 

Who like the Potter in a Mould has caſt 

The World's great Frame, M e it to be 

Such as the Eyes of Senſe and Reaſon ſee; 

Vet if he wills, may change or ſpoil the whole; 5 


May take yon' beauteous, myſtic, ſtarry Roll, 
And burn it, like an uſeleſs parchment Scroll: 
May from it's Baſis in one Moment pour 
This melted Ea 
Like liquid Metal, and like burning Oar: 
Who ſole in Pow'r, at the Beginning ſaid; 
Let Sea, and Air, and Earth, and Heay'n be made: 
And it was ſo And when he ſhall ordain 
In other Sort, has but to ſpeak again, 
And they ſhall be no more: Of this great Theme, 
This glorious, hallow'd, everlaſting. Name, 
This G:d, I would diſcourſe ————— 

The learned Elders fat appall'd, amaz'd; 
And each with mutual Look on other gaz'd. 
Nor Speech they meditate, nor Anſwer frame: 
Too plain, alas! their Silence ſpake their *hame: 
Till one, in whom an outward Mien appcar'd, 
And Turn ſuperior to the yulgar Herd, 
Began ; that human Learning's furtheſt Reach 
Was but to note the Doctrines I could teach; 
That mine to ſpeak, and their's was to obcy : 


For I in Knowledge more, than Pow'r did ſway 1 ; 
n 


\nd 
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ind the aſtoniſh'd World in me be beheld 
Moſes eclips'd, and Jeſſe's Son excell'd, 
Humble a Second bow'd, and took the Word; 
foreſaw my Name by future Age ador'd, 
0 live, ſaid he, thou wiſeſt of the Wile) 
ks None has equall'd, None ſhall ever riſe 
lxcelling thee 
Parent of wicked, Bane of honeſt Deeds, 
Pernicious Flatt'ry ! thy malignant Seeds 
In an ill Hour, and by a fatal Hand 
adly diffus'd o'er Virtue's Gleby Land, 
With riſing Pride amidſt the Corn appear, 
And choak the Hopes and Harveſt of the Year. 
And now the whole perplcx'd ignoble Crowd, 
Mute to my Queſtions, in my Praiſes loud, 
Echo'd the Word: Whence Things aroſe, or how 
They thus exiſt, the apteſt nothing know: 
What yet is not, but is ordain'd to be, 
All Veil of Doubt apart, the dulleſt ſee. 
My Prophets, and my Sophiſts finiſh'd here 
Their civil Efforts of the Verbal War: 
Not ſo my Rabbins, and Logicians yield: 
Kctiring ſtill they combat: From the Field 
Vf open Arms unwilling they depart, 
nd ſculk behind the Subterfuge of Art. 
A ag one Thing mix'd Dialects they join; 
Vivide the Simple, and the Plain define; 
ud fancy'd Laws, and form imagin'd Rules, 
erms of their Art, and Jargon of their Schools, 
I founded Maxims by falſe Gloſs enlarg'd, 
ud captious Science againſt Reaſon charg'd. 
doon their crude Notions with each 4 fought : 
The adverſe Sect deny'd, what this had taught; 
ind he at length the ampleſt Triumph gain d, 


Who contradicted what the laſt maintain'd. 


re erring ſtill Excuſe for Error find; 


nd darkling grope, not knowing we are blind. 
| Vain Man! ſince firſt thy bluſhing ire eſſay d 
ls Folly with connected Leaves to ſhade ; 


I 2 How 


O wretched Impotence of human Mind! : 


132 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 


How does the Crime of thy reſembling Race 
With like Attempt thar priſtine Error trace? 
Too plain thy nakedneſs of Soul eſpy'd, 
Why doſt thou ſtrive the conſcious Shame to hide 8 
By Masks of Eloquence, and Veils of Pride? , 
With outward Smiles their Flart'ry I receiv'd; 

Own'd my ſick Mind by their Diſcourſe reliev d; 
But bent and inward to my ſelf again 

Perplex'd, theſe Matters I revolv'd; in vain. 

My Search ſtill tir'd, my Labour ſtill renew'd, 
Art length I Ignorance, and Knowledge view'd, 
Impartial; both in equal Ballance laid: 

Light flew the knowing Scale 3 the doubrful heat 

weigh'd. | 
Forc'd by reflective Reaſon I confeſs, 

That human Science is uncertain gueſs. 

Alas! we graſp at Clouds, and bear the Air, 

Vexing that Spirit we intend to clear. 

Can Thought Loren the Bounds of Matter climb? 

Or who ſhall tell me, what is Space or Time? 

In vain we lift up our preſumptuous Eyes 

To what our Maker to their Ken denies: 

The Searcher follows faſt ; the Object faſter flies. 
The little which imperfectly we find, 

Seduces only the bewilder'd Mind | 
To fruitleſs Search of ſomething yer behind. 
Various Diſcuſſions tcar our heated Brain: 0 
Opinions often turn; ſtill Doubts remain; 

And who indulges I hought, increaſes Pain. 5 
How narrow Limits were to Wiſdom giv'n? 
Earth ſhe ſurveys: She thence would meaſure Heav'n: 
Thro' Miſts obſcure, now wings her tedious Way; 

Now wanders dazl'd with too 2 ht a Day ;. 

And from the Summit of a pathleſs Coaſt 
Sees Infinite, and in that Sight is loſt, 

Remember, that the curs'd Deſire to know, 

Off:-ſpring of Adam, was thy Source of Woe. 
Why wilt thou then renew the vain Purſuit, 
and raſhly catch at the forbidden Fruit? * 
755 it 
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in empty Labour and eluded Strife 

wking, by Knowledge, to attain to Life; 

br ever from that fatal Tree debarr'd, 

Which flaming Swords and angry Cherubs guard. 
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The ARGUMENT 


OLOMON again ſceking Happineſs 

enquires if Wealth and Greatneſs ca 
produce it: Begins with the Magnih 
cence of Gardens and Buildings, the Lux: 
ury of Muſic and Feaſting ; and proceed 
to the Hopes and Deſires of Love. In 
two Epiſodes are ſhewn the Follies and 
Troubles of that Paſſion. Solomon (till 
diſappointed, falls under the Temptations 
of Libertiniſm and Idolatry ; recovers his 
Thought, reaſons aright, and concludes, 
that as to the Purſuit of Pleaſure, and 
ſenſual Delight, All is Vanity and vexali- 


on of Spirit. 


TEXTS 


4 9%. A 
ES 


EXT S chiefly alluded to in this BO O K- 


| tid in my own Heart, go to now, I will prove 
thee with Mirth 3 therefore enjoy Pleaſure. Eccle- 
ſaſtes, Chap. II. Verſ. 1. 


de me great Works, I builded me Houſes, I plant- 
eme Vineyards. Verl. 4. 


made me Gardens and Orchards, and I planted Trees 
in them of all kind of Fruits. Verſ. 5. 


[made me Pools of Water, to water there with the 
Wood that bringeth forth Trees. Verſ. 6. 


Then I looked on all the Works that my Hands had 
wrought, and on the Labour that I had labourcd to 
do: And behold, all was Vanity, and Vexation of 
Spirit; and there was no Profit under the Sun. 
Verl. $ 


gat me Men-f1ngers and Women-Singers, and the 
Delights of the Sons of Men, as muſical Inſtru- 
ments, and that of all Sorts. Verſ. 8. 


ought in mine Heart to give my ſelfunto Wine (yer 
acquainting mine Heart with Wiſdom) and to bh 
bold on Folly, till I might ſee what was that good 
for the Sons of Men, Which they ſhould do under 
Heaven, all the Days of their Life. Verſ. 3. 


ben I faid in my Heart, as it happeneth unto the 
kool, ſo it happeneth even unto Me; and why was 
| then more Wiſe? Then I faid in my Heart, that 
this alſo is Vanity. Verſ. 15. 

There- 
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TE x Ts chiefly alluded to in this Bool. 


Therefore I hated Life, becauſe the Work that is 
wrought under the Sun is grievous unto me. Chap, 
L Wc: ; | 


Dead Flies cauſe the Ointment to ſend forth a ſtink. 
ing Savour : ſo doth the little Folly him that is in 
Reputation for Wiſdom and Honour. Chap. X. 
Verſ. 1. | 


The Memory of the Juſt is bleſſed, but the Memory 
of the Wicked ſhall rot. Proverbs, Chap. X. 
Verl. 7. p 


THE 


SECOND BOO K. 


RY then, O Man, the Moments to de- 
ceive, 
That from the Womb attend thee to 
the Grave: 
For weary'd Nature find ſome apter 
Scheme : 
Health be thy Hope; and Pleaſure be thy Theme: 
From the perplexing and unequal Ways, | 
Where Study brings hee; from the endleſs Maze, 
Which Doubr * to run, forewarn'd recede, 
To the gay Field, and flow'ry Path, that lead 
To hand Mirth, ſoft Joy, and careleſs Eaſe : 
| Forſake what may inſtru, for what may pleaſe : 
| -1 amuſing Art, and proud Expence 
And make thy Reaſon ſubje& to thy Senſe. | 
I commun'd thus: the Power of Wealth I try'd, 
And all the various Luxe of coſtly Pride. 
{ Artiſts and Plans reliey'd my ſolemn Hours: 
founded Palaces, and planted Bow'rs. 
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149 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 
Birds, Fiſhes, Beaſts of each Exotick Kind 

I to the Limits of my Court confin'd. 

To Trees transferr'd I gave a ſecond Birth 
And bid a foreign Shade grace Judah's Earth, 


Fiſh-ponds were made, where former Foreſts grew; 


And Hills were levell'd to extend the View. 
Rivers diverted from their native Courſe, 

And bound with Chains of artificial Force, 
From * Caſcades in pleaſing Tumult roll'd ; 
Or roſe thro? figur'd Stone, or breathing Gold, 
From furtheſt Africa's tormented Womb 

The Marble brought erects the ſpacious Dome; 
Or forms the Pillars long- extended Rows, 


On which the planted Grove, and penſile Garden grows, 


The Workmen here obey the Maſter's Call, 
To gild the Turret, and to paint the Wall; 
To mark the Pavement there with various Stone; 
And on the Jaſper Steps to rear the Throne: 
The ſpreading Cedar, that an Age had ſtood, 
Supreme of Trees, and Miſtreſs of the Wood, 
Cut down and carv'd, my ſhining Roof adorns; 
And Tebanon his ruin'd Honour mourns. 

A thouſand Artiſts ſhew their cunning Pow'r, 
To raiſe the Wonders of the Iv'ry Tow'r. 

A thouſand Maidens ply the purple Loom, 

To weave the Bed, and deck the Regal Room; 
Till Tyre confeſſes her exhauſted Store, 

That on her Coaſt the Murex is no more; 

Till from the Parian Iſle, and Lybia's Coaſt, 
The Mountains grieve their Hopes of Marble loſt; 
And India's Woods return their juſt Complaint, 
Their Brood decay'd, and want of Elephant. 

My full Deſign with vaſt Expence atchiev'd, 
I came, beheld, admir'd, reflected, griev'd. 

I chid the Folly of my thoughtleſs Haſt: 
For, the Work perfected, the Joy was paſt, 


To my new Courts ſad Thoug 


In vain on filken Beds I ſought epoſe 3 
And reſtleſs oft” from purple Couches roſe : 


t did ſtill repair; 
And round my gilded Roofs hung hov'ring Care. 


ver 


POEMS on ſeveral Occafions 141 
Vexatious Thought till found my flying Mind, 

Nor bound by Limits, nor to Place confin; d; 
nunted my Nights, and terrify'd my Days; 

wlk'd thro! my Gardens, and purſu'd my Ways, EC. 
Nor ſhut from artful Bow'r, nor loſt in winding 

| Maze. 

Yer take thy Bent, my Soul; another Senſe 
Indulge 3 add Muſic to Magnificence: 
thy, if Harmony may Grief controll ; 

0: Pow'r of Sound prevail upon the Soul. 

Ofen our Seers and Poets have confeſt, 

That Muſic's Force can tame the furious Beaſt ; 
(an make the Wolf, or foaming Boar reſtrain 
Hs Rage; the Lion wp his creſted Mane, 
Atentive to the Song; the Lynx forget 

lis Wrath to Man, and lick the Minſtrel's Feet. 
Are we, alas! leſs ſavage yet than theſe > 

lle Muſic ſure may human Cares appeaſe. 

I pake my Purpoſe; and the chearful Choir 
Parted their ſhares of Harmony: The Lyre | 
often d the Timbrel's Noiſe: the Trumpet's Sound 
rovok'd the Dorian Flute (both ſweeter found 
hen mix d:) the Fife the Viol's Notes retin'd ; 
nd ev'ry Strength with ev'ry Grace was join'd. 
ach Morn they wak'd me with a ſprightly Lay: 

Vf opening Heay'n they ſung, and gladſome Day, 

ch Eyening their repeated Skill expreſs d 
cenes of Repoſe, and Images of Reſt: 
ſtill in vain: for Muſic gather d Thought: 
but how unequal the Effects it brought ? 
he ſoft Ideas of the chearful Note, 
ightly receiv d, were eaſily forgot. 
he ſolemn Violence of the graver Sound 
new to ſtrike deep, and leave a laſting Wound, 
And now reflecting, I with Grief deſcry 
he ſickly Luſt of the fantaſtic Eye; 
ow the weak Organ is with Seeing cloy'd, 
ying e're Night what it at Noon enjoy'd. 
nd now (unhappy ſearch of Thought!) I found 
be fickle Ear ſoon glutted with the Sound, | 
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our Heart, mu Eſteem. 


Had o'er che Dancer 5 Mind too great 


1 bea it not: twas Rage; 


To ſome falſe Notion ow d ir's poor Pre 


In the pernicious Draught; che Word 
Or harlh, which once elanc'd muſt ever 


Of Health ſuppreſs d, by Wine's conti 


UnhapP? 
To diff rent 


Man! whom SorroW 


Ills alternately engage. 


a Part, 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 143 


Who drinks, alas! but to forget; nor ſees, 
That melancholy Sloath, ſevere Diſeaſe, 
Mem'ry confus'd, and interrupted Thought, 
Death's Harbingers, lye latent in the Draught: 
And in the Flow'rs that wreath the ſparkling Bowl, 
fell adders hiſs, and poys'nous Serpents roll. 

Remains there ought untry'd, that may remove 
fickneſs of Mind, and heal the Boſom ? —— Love 
Love yet remains: Indulge his genial Fire, 
Cheriſh fair Hope, ſolicit young Deſire, 

And boldly bid thy anxious Soul explore 

This laſt great Remedy's myſterious Pow'r. 

Why therefore heſitates my doubrful Breaſt ? 

Why ceaſes it one Moment to be bleſt ? 

fly ſwift, my Friends; my Servants, fly; imploy 
Your Inſtant Pains to bring your Maſter Joy. 

all my Wives and Concubines be dreſs'd : 
; Wh them to Night attend the royal Feaſt ; 
ll IſraePs Beauty, all the foreign Fair, 

nde Gifts of Princes, or the Spoils of War. 
tore their Monarch they ſhall ſingly paſs; 

nd the moſt worthy ſhall obrain «8 Grace. 

| ſaid : the feaſt was ſerv'd : the Bowl was crown'd 5 
o the King's Pleaſure went the mirthful Round: 
ne Women came: as Cuſtom wills, they paſt : 
Wn one (O that diſtinguiſh'd one!) I caſt 
The fav'rite Glance: oy yet my Mind retains 
Tat fond Beginning of my infant Pains. 
ature the Virgin was of Egypt's Race: 
Waceſhap'd her Limbs ; and Beauty deck'd her Face: 
ly her Motion ſeem'd, ſerene her Air: 

» tho? unzon'd, her Boſom roſe: her Hair 
Wty'd, and ignorant of artful Aid, 
Wown her Shoulders looſely lay diſplay'd; 
Wd in the jetty Curls ten thouſand Cupids play'd. 
mr. iwd on her Charms, and pleas'd that I could love, 
ſe me my Friends, contribute to improve 
1 dur Monarch's Bliſs, I ſaid; freſh Roſes bring 
ge ſtrow my Bed; till the impov'riſh'd Spring 
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144 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions, 
Confeſs her Want; around my am'xous Head 
Be dropping Myrrh, and liquid Amber ſhed, 
Till Arab has no more. From the ſoft Lyre, 
Sweet Flute, and ten-ſtring'd- Inſtrument, require 
Sounds of Delight: and thou, fair Nymph, draw nigh 
Thou, in whoſe graceful Form, and potent Eye 
Thy Maſter's Joy long ſought at length is found; 
And as thy Brow, let my Deſires be crown'd; 
O fav'rite Virgin, that haſt warm'd the Breaſt, 
Whoſe Sov'reign Dictates ſubjugate the Eaſt! 
I ſaid; and ſudden from the golden Throne 
With a ſubmiſltve Step I haſted down. 
The glowing Garland from my Hair I took, 
Love in my Heart, Obedience in my Look; 
Prepar'd to place it on her comely Head; 
O fav'rite Virgin (yet again I ſaid) 
Receive the Honour's deſtin'd to thy Brow; 
And O above thy Fellows happy thou ! 
Their Duty muſt thy ſov'reign Word obey. 
Riſe up, my Love; my fair One, come away. 
What Pang, alas! what Ecſtaſy of Smart 
Tore up my Senſes, and transfix d my Heart; 
When ſhe with modeſt Scorn the Wreath return'd, 
Reclin'd her beauteous Neck, and inward mourn'd! 
Forc'd by my Pride, I my Concern "1 


Pretended Drowſineſs, and With of Reſt; 

And ſullen I forſook the imperfect Feaſt : 

Ordering the Eunuchs, to whoſe proper Care 

Our Eaſtern Grandeur gives th* impriſon'd Fair, 

To lead her forth to a diſtinguiſh'd Bow'r, | 

And bid her dreſs the Bed, and wait the Hour. 
Reſtleſs I follow'd this obdurate Maid, 

(Swift are the Steps that Love and Anger tread: ) 

Approach'd her Perſon, courted her Embrace, 

Renew'd my Flame, repeated my Diſgrace : 

By Turns put on the Suppliant and the Lord; 

Threaten'd this Moment, and the next implor'd; 

Offer'd again the unaccepred Wreath, 


And Choice of happy Love, or inſtant 1 


d, 


nd! 


yerk 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Averſe to all her am'rous King deſir' d, 
as ſhe might, ſhe decently retir' d; 

nd darting Scorn, and Sorrow from her Eyes, 
hat means, faid ſhe, King Sl mon the Wiſe? 
This wretched Body trembles at your Power: 
Thus far could Fortune: but ſhe can no more. 

ce to her ſelf my potent Mind remains; 

or fears the Victor's Rage, nor feels his Chains. 
Tis faid, that thou can ſt plauſibly diſpute, 
preme of Seers, of Angel, Man, and Brute; 
n'ſt plead, with ſubtil Wit and fair Diſcourſe, 
If Paſhon's Folly, and of Reaſon's Force. 

bat to the Tribes attentive thou can'ſt ſhow, 
hence their Misfortunes, or their Bleſſings flow. 
hat thou in Science, as in Pow'r art great; 

nd Truth and Honour on thy Edicts wait. 


ich juſt Advice, and timely Counſel fraught? 
here now, O Judge of 1/rael, does it rove? 

hat in one Moment doſt thou offer 2 Love 
we? why 'tis Joy or Sorrow, Peace or Strife: 
Is all the Colour of remaining Life: 

nd human Mis'ry muſt begin or end, 

She becomes a T yrant, or a Friend. 

ould David's Son, religious, juſt and grave, 

o the firſt Bride-bed of the World receive 
foreigner, a Heathen, and a Slave? 

grant, thy Paſhon has theſe Names deftroy'd ; 
har Love, like Death, makes all Diſtinction void; 
tn his Empire o'er thy abject Breaſt, 

Ws :lames and Torments only are expreſt: 

Rage can in my Smiles alone relent; 

J all his Joys folic my Conſent. 

oft Love, ſpontaneous Tree, it's parted Root 
uſt from rwo Hearts with equal Vigour ſhoot: 
hilſt each delighted, and delighring, gives 

he pleaſing Ecitaſy, which each receives: 


$ chearful Buds their opening Bloom diſcloſe 3 
d round the happy Soil Aüffalive Odor flows. 
K | 
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146 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


If angry Fate that mutual Care denies; 
The fading Plant bewalls it's due Supplies: 
Wild with Deſpair, or ſick with Grief, it dies. 

By Force Beaſts act, and are by Force reſtrain'd: 
The human Mind by gentle Means is gain'd. 
Thy uſeleſs Strength, miſtaken King, employ : 
Sated with Rage, and ignorant of Joy, 

Thou ſhalt not gain what I deny to yield; 
Nor reap the Harveſt, tho* thou ſpoil'ſt the Field, 
Know, Solomon, thy poor Extent of Sway; 
Contract thy Brow, and Iſrael ſhall obey: 

But wilful Love thou muſt with Smiles appeaſe; 
Approach his awful Throne by juſt Degrees; 
And if thou would'ſt be happy, learn to pleaſe. 

Not that thoſe Arts can here ſucceſsful prove; 

For I am deſtin'd to another's Love. 

Beyond the cruel Bounds of thy Command, 

To my dear equal, in my native Land, 

My plighted Vow I gave: I his receiv'd: 

Each ſwore with Truth: with Pleaſure each believ'd 
The mutual Contract was to Heav'n convey'd: 
In equal Scales the buſy Angels weigh'd 

It's ſolemn Force, and dap their Wings, and ſpread 
The laſting Roll, recording what we ſaid. 

Now in my Heart behold thy Poynard ſtain'd: 
Take the fad Life which I have long diſdain'd: 
End, in a dying Virgin's wretched Fate, 

Thy ill-ſtarr'd Paſſion, and my ſteadfaſt Hate. 
For long as Blood informs theſe circling Veins; 
Or flecting Breath it's lateſt Pow'r retains 3 
Hear me to Egypt's vengeful Gods declare, 
Hate is my Part: be thine, O King, Deſpair. 

Now ſtrike, ſhe ſaid, and open'd bare her Break: 
Stand it in Judah's Chronicles confeſt, . 
That David's Son, by impious Paſſion mov'd, 
Smote a ſhe-Slave, and murder'd what he lov'd. 

Aſham'd, confus'd I ſtarted from the Bed; 
And to my Soul yet uncolle&ed ſaid: 

Into thy ſelf, fond Solomon, return ; 
Reflect again, and thou again ſhalt mourn, 
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Fhen I through number'd Years have pleaſure ſought 3 
nd in vain Hope the wanton Phantom caught; 
ſo mock my Senſe, and mortify my Pride, 
Tis in another's Pow'r, and is deny'd. 
im I a King, great Heav'n ! does Life or Death 
g on the Wrath, or Mercy of my Breath; 
While kneeling I my Servants Smiles implore ; 
d one mad Dam'ſel dares diſpute my Pow'r ? 
To raviſh her? that Thought was ſoon depreſs'd, 
hich muſt debaſe the Monarch to the Beaſt. 
o ſend her back? O whither, and to whom? 
o Lands where Solomon muſt never come; 
0 that inſulting Rival's happy Arms, 
r whom, diſdaining me, the keeps her Charms. 
Fantaſtic Tyrant of the am'rous Heart; | 
ow hard thy Yoke ! how cruel is thy Dart! 
[hoſe *ſcape thy Anger, who refuſe thy Sway; 
and thoſe are puniſh'd moſt, who moſt obey. 
dee Judah's King revere thy greater Pow'r : 
hat can'ſt thou covet, or how triumph more? 
ſhy then, O Love, with an ob durate Ear 
Ives this proud Nymph reje& a Monarch's Pray'r ? 
'hy ro ſome ſimple Shepherd does ſhe run, 
rom the fond Arms of David's fav'rite Son? 
hy flies ſhe from the Glories of a Court, 
Where Wealth and Pleaſure may thy Reign ſupporr, 
0 ſome poor Cottage on the Mountain's Brow, 
low bleak with Winds, and cover'd now with Snow, 
Where pinching Want muſt curb her warm Defres, 
nd Houſehold Cares ſuppreſs thy genial Fires? 
Too aptly the afflited Heathens prove 
he Force, while they ere& the Shrines of Tove. 
i myſtic Form the Artizans of Greece 
n wounded Stone, or molten Gold expreſs: 
nd Cyprus to his Godhead pays her Vow: 
at in his Hand the Idol holds his Bow; 
Quiver by his Side ſuſtains a Store 
f pointed Darts; ſad Emblems of his Pow'r ; 
| K 2 A pair 


''d 


caſt! 


148 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


A pair of Wings he has, which he extends 
Now to be gone; which now again he bends 
Prone to return, as beſt may ſerve his wanton Ends, 
Entirely thus I find the Fiend pourtray'd, 

Since firſt, alas! I ſaw the beauteous Maid : 

I felt him ſtrike; and now I ſee him fly: 
Curs'd Dæmon! O! for ever broken lye 

Thoſe fatal Shafts, by which I inward bleed! 
O! can my Wiſhes yet o'ertake thy Speed 
Tir'd may'{ thou pant, and hang thy flagging Wing; 
Except thou turn ſt thy Courſe, reſolv'd to bring 
The Dam'ſel back, and fave the Love-ſick King. 

My Soul thus ſtruggling in the fatal Net, 

Unable to enjoy, or to forget; 

I reaſon'd much, alas! but more I loy'd; 

Sent and recall'd, ordain'd and diſapprov'd: 
Till hopeleſs plung'd in an Abyſs of Grief, 

I from Neceſſity receiv'd Relief: 

Time gently aided to aſſwage my Pain; 

And Wiſdom took once more the ſlacken'd Rein. 

But O how ſhort my interval of Woe! 

Our Griefs how ſwift; our Remedies how flow! 
Another Nymph (for ſo did Heav'n ordain, 
To change the Manner, but renew the Pain) 
Another Nymph, amongſt the many Fair, 
That made my ſofter Hours their ſolemn Care, 
Before the ref affected ſtill ro ſtand ; 

And watch'd my Eye, preventing my Command, 
Abra, ſhe ſo was call'd, did ſooneſt haſt 

To grace my Preſence: Abra went the laſt : 
Abra was ready e're I call'd her Name; 

And tho” I cal d another, Abra came. 

Her Equals firſt obſery'd her growing Zeal; . 
And laughing gloſs d, that Abra ſery d ſo well. 
To me her Actions did unheeded dye, 

Or were remark'd but with a common Eye; 
Till more appris'd of what the Rumour ſaid, 
Morel obfery'd peculiar in the Maid. 
The Sun declin'd had ſhot his Weſtern Ray; 
When tir'd with Bus'neſs of the ſolemn Day, 


zurpos'd to unbend the Evening Hours, 

dbanquet private in the Women's Bow'rs. 
all'd, before I fat, to waſh my Hands: 
or ſo the Precept of the Law commands. 
e had ordain'd, that it was Abra's Turn 
[> mix the Sweets, and miniſter the Urn. 

With awful 1 and ſubmiſſive Dread 
e Maid approach'd, on my declining Head 
o pour the Oyls : She trembled as ſhe pour'd ; 
[ith an unguarded Look ſhe now deyour'd 
yncarer Face : And now recall'd her Eye, 
dheay'd, and ſtrove to hide a ſudden Sigh. 
dwhence, ſaid I, canſt thou have Dread, or Pain > 
hat can thy lmag”ry of Sorrow mean? 

luded from the World, and all it's Care, 
it thou to grieve or joy, to hope or fear? 
rſure, I added, ſure thy little Heart 
e er felt Love's Anger, or receiv'd his Dart. 

Abaſh'd ſhe bluſh'd, and with Diſorder ſpoke: 
ler riſing Shame adorn'd the Words it broke. 
[the great Maſter will deſcend to hear 
he humble Series of his Hand-maid's Care: 
vile ſhe tells it, let him not put on 

e Look, that awes the Nations from the Throne: 
let not Death ſevere in Glory lye 
he King's Frown, and Terror of his Eye. 
Mine to obey 3 thy Part is to ordain : 
ndtho* to mention, be to ſuffer Pain: 
he King ſmiles, whilſt I my Woe recite; : 


veeping I find Favour in his Sight; 

ow faſt my Tears, full riſing his Delight. 

0! witneſs Earth beneath, and Heav'n above; 

or can I hide it? I am ſick of Love: 

Madneſs may the Name of Paſſion bear; 

Loye be call'd, what is indeed Deſpair. 

Thou Sov'reign Pow'r, whoſe ſecret Will controlls 
He inward Bent and Motion of our Souls! 

hy haſt thou plac'd ſuch infinite Degrees 

tween the Cauſe and Cure of my Diſeaſe? 


The 
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1760 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 
The mighty Object of that raging Fire, 
In which utipity'd Abra muſt expire, | 
Had he been born ſome ſimple Shepherd's Heir, 
Thelowing Herd, or fleecy Sheep his Care; 
At Morn with him I o'er the Hills had run, 

Scornful of Winter's Froſt, and Summer's Sun, 
Still asking, where he made his Flock to reſt at Noon, 8 
For him at Night, the dear 7p. on Gueſt, 

I had with haſty Joy prepar'd the Feaſt ; 
And from the Cottage, o'er the diſtant Plain, 
Sent forth my longing Eye to meet the Swain; 
Wav'ring, impatient, toſs'd by Hope and Fear; 
Till heand Joy together ſhould appear 3 J 
And theloy'd Dog declare his Maſter near. 
On my declining Neck, and open Breaſt, 
I ſhould have luſ'q the lovely Youth to reſt ; 
And from beneath his Head, at dawning Day, 
With ſofteſt Care have ſtol'n my Arm away; 
To riſe, and from the Fold releaſe the Sheep, 
Fond of his Flock, indulgent to his Sleep. 

Or if kind Heav'n propitious ro my Flame 
(For ſure from Heav'n the faithful Ardor came) 
Had bleſt my Life, and deck'd my natal Hour 
With Height of Title, and Extent of Pow'r : 
Without a Crime my Paſſion had aſpir'd, 
Found the lov'd Prince, and told what I deſir d. 

Then I had come, preventing Sheba's Queen, 
To fee the comelieſt of the Sons of Men; 

To hear the charming Poet's am'rous Song, 
And gather Honey falling from his Tongue; 

To take the fragrant Kiſſes of his Mouth, 
Sweeter than Breezes of her native South; 
Likening his Grace, his Perſon, and his Mien . 
To all that great or beauteous I had ſeen. 

Serene and bright his Eyes, as ſolar Beams 
Reflecting temper'd Light from Cryſtal Streams; 
Ruddy as Gold his Cheek; his Boſom fair 

As Silver; the curl'd Ringlets of his Hair 

Black as the Raven's Wing; his Lip more red, 
Than Eaſtern Coral, or the ſcarlet Thread; 
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ren his Teeth, and white, like a young Flock 

xeval, newly ſhorn, from the clear Brook 

tecent, and blanching on the ſunny Rock. 

ry with Saphirs interſpers'd, explains 

How white his Hands, how blew the Manly Veins, 

Columns of poliſh'd Marble firmly fer 

In golden Baſes, are his Legs, and Feet. 

His Stature all Majeſtic, all Divine, 

rait as the Palmtree, ſtrong as is the Pine. 

Saffron and Myrrhe are on his Garments ſhed: 

And everlaſting Sweets bloom round his Head. 

hat utter I? where am I? wretched Maid! 

Dye, Abra, dye: too plainly haſt thou ſaid 

Thy Soul's Deſire to meet his high Embrace, 

And Bleſſings ſtamp'd upon thy future Race; 

Io bid attentive Nations bleſs thy Womb, 

With unborn Monarchs charg'd, and Solomons to come. 
Here o'er her Speech her Going Eyes prevail. 

0 fooliſh Maid ! and O unhappy Tale ! 

My ſuft ring Heart for ever ſhall defy 

New Wounds, and Danger from a future Eye. 

0! yer my tortur'd Senſes deep retain 

The wretched Mem'ry of my former Pain, 

The dire Affront, and my Egyptian Chain, 
As Time, I faid, may happily Eftace 

That cruel Image of the King's Diſgrace 3 

Imperial Reaſon ſhall reſume her Seat; 

And Solomon once fall'n, again be great. 


We wiſely ſhould exert a double Care, 
Nor never ought a ſecond Time to err. 
This Abra then 
aw her; *rwas Humanity: it gave 
Some Reſpite to the Sorrows of my Slave. 
Her fond Exceſs proclaim'd her Paſſion true; 
And generous Pity to that Truth was due. 
Well I intreated her, who well deſerv'd; 
Icalld her often; for ſhe always ſerv d. 
Uſe made her Perſon eaſy to my Sight; 
And Eaſe inſenſibly produc'd Delight, 
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Betray'd by Paſſion, as ſubdu'd in War, : 
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W hene*er I revell'd in the Women's Bowꝰ rs; 
(For firſt I ſought her but at looſer Hours:) 
The Apples ſhe had garher'd ſmelt moſt ſweet: 
The Cake ſhe kneaded was the ſav ry Meat: 
But Fruits their Odor loſt, and Meats their Taſte ; 
If gentle Abra had not deck d the Feaſt, 
Dithonour'd did the ſparkling Goblet ſtand, 
Unleſs receiv d from gentle Abra's Hand: 
And when the Virgins form'd the Evening Choir, 
Raiſing their Voices to the Maſter-Lyre; 
Too flat I thought this Voice, and that too ſhrill; 
One ſhow'd too much, and one too little Skill: 
Nor could my Soul approve the Muſic's Tone; 
Till all was huſh'd, and Abra lung alone. 
Fairer ſhe ſeem'd, diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt ; 
And better Mein diſclos'd, as better dreſt. 
A bright Tiara round her Forehead ty d, 
To juſter Bounds confinꝭ d it's riſing Pride: 
The bluſhing Ruby on her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Render'd it's panting whiteneſs more confeſs'd: 
Bracelets of Pearl gave roundneſs to her Arm; 
And ey'ry Gem augmented ey'ry Charm. 
Her Senſes pleas'd, her Beauty ſtill improv'd ; 
And ſhe more lovely grew, as more belov'd. 
And now I could behold, avow, and blame 
The ſeveral Follies of my former Flame 
Willing my Heart for Recompence to prove 
The certain Joy's that lye in proſp*rous Love. 
For what, ſaid I, from Abra can] fear, 
Too humble to inſult, too ſoft to be ſevere? 
The Dam'ſel's ſole Ambition is to pleaſe: 
With Freedom I may like, and quit with Eaſe: 
She ſooths, but never can enthrall my Mind: 
Why may not Peace and Love for once be join ? * 


Great Heav'n! how frail thy Creature Man is made! 


How by himſelf inſenſibly betray d 

In our own Strength unhappily ſecure, 
Too little cautious of the ws x 4 Pow'r3 
And by the Blaſt of Self. opinion mov'd, 
We wilh to charm, and ſeek to be beloy'd. 
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a Pleaſure's flowing Brink we idly ſtray, 

\aſters as yet of our returning Way; 

Keing NO er, we diſarm our Mind; 

{give our Conduct to the Waves and Wind: 

hen in the flow ry Mead, or verdant Shade 

0 wanton Dalliance negligently laid, 

ſe weave the Chaplet, and we crown the Bow! ; 

ind ſmiling ſee the nearer Waters roll; 

Till the ſtrong Guſts of raging Paſſion riſe ; 

Till the dire Tempeſt mingles Earth and Skies; 

ind ſwift into the boundleſs Ocean born, 

Qur fooliſh Confidence too late we mourn : 

Round our devoted Heads the Billows beat; 

ind from our troubl'd View the leflen'd Lands retreat. 
O mighty Love! from thy unbounded Pow'r 

How ſhall the human Boſom reſt ſecure ? 

How ſhall our Thought avoid the various Snare? 

0: Wiſdom to our caution'd Soul declare 

The diffrent Shapes, thou pleaſeſt ro employ, 

When bent to hurt, and certain to deſtroy ? 
The haughty Nymph in open Beauty dreſt, 

To-day encounters our unguarded Breaſt: 

de looks with Majeſty, and moves with State: 0 

Unbent her Soul, and in Misfortune grcat, 

de ſcorns the World, and dares the Rage of Fate. g 
Here whilſt we take ſtern Manhood for our Guide, 

And guard our Conduct with becoming Pride; 

Charm'd with the Courage in her Action ſhown, 

We praiſe her Mind, the Image of our own. 

dhe that can pleaſe, is certain to perſuade: | 

To-day beloy'd, to-morrow is obey'd. 

e think we ſee thro? Reaſon's Optics right; 

Norfind, how Beauty's Rays elude our Sight : 

druck with her Eye whilſt weapplaud her Mind; 

and when we ſpeak her great, we wiſh her kind. 
To-morrow, cruel Pow'r, thouarm'ſt the Fair 

With flowing Sorrow, and diſhevel'd Hair: 

dad her Complaint, and humble is her Tale, 

Her Sighs explaining where her Accents fail. = 
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1594 POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Here gen'rous ſoftneſs warms the honeſt Breaſt : hi 
We raiſe the ſad, and ſuccour the diſtreſs'd : W 
And whilſt our Wiſh prepares the kind Relief; g 
Whilſt Piry mitigates her riſing Grief : 

We ſicken ſoon from her contagious Care; Jo! 
Grieve for her Sorrows, groan for her Deſpair ; 00! 
And againſt Love too late thoſe Boſoms arm, * 
Which Tears can ſoften, and which Sighs can warm, . 

Againſt this neareſt crueleſt of Foes, Til 


What ſhall Wit meditate, or Force oppoſe ? 
Whence, feeble Nature, ſhall we ſummon Aid; galt 
If by our Pity, and our Pride betray'd ? 


External Remedy ſhall we hope to find, ö 1 
W hen the cloſe Fiend has gain'd our treach'rous Mind By, 


Inſulting there does Reaſon's Pow”r deride; Her 
And blind himſelf, conducts the dazl'd Guide: : 
My Conqueror now, my lovely Abra held 
My Freedom in her Chains: my Heart was fill'd 
With her, with her alone: in her alone 
It ſought it's Peace and Joy: while ſhe was gone, 
It figh'd, and griev'd, impatient of her Stay: 
Return'd, ſhe chas'd thoſe Sighs, that Grief away: 
Her Abſence made the Night: her Preſence brought 
the Day. 
The Ball, th Phy the Mask by Turns ſucceed. 


For her I make the Song: the Dance with her I lead. Cl 
I court her various in each Shape and Dreſs, He 
That Luxury may form, or Thought exprels. hg 

To-day beneath the Palm-tree on the Plains 
In Deborah's Arms and Habit Abra reigns 3 To 
The Wreath denoting Conqueſt guides her Brow : He 


And low, like Bara', at her Feet I bow. 

The mimic Chorus ſings her proſp'rous Hand; 

As ſhe had ſlain the Foe, and ſav'd the Land. 
To-morrow ſhe approves a ſofter Air; 

Forſakes the Pomp and Pageantry of War 3 

The Form of peaceful Abigail aſſumes 

And from the Village with the Preſent comes; 

The Youthful Band depoſe their glitt'ring Arms; 

Receive her Bounties, and recite her Charms 
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Whilſt I aſlume my Father's Step and Mien, 
To meet with due Regard my future Queen. 
If haply Abra's Will be now inclin'd 
To range the Woods, or chace the flying Hind ; 
don as the Sun awakes, the ſprightly Court 
Leave their Repoſe, and haſten to the Sport. 
ln leſſen' d Royalty, and humble State, 
Thy King, Jeruſalem, deſcends to wait, 
Till Abra comes. She comes: a Milk-white Steed. 
Mixture, of Perſia's and Arabia's Breed, 
duſtains the Nymph : her Garments flying looſe 
(as the Sydonian Maids, or Thracian uſe) 
And half her Knee, and half her Breaſt appear, 
By Art, like Negligence, diſclos'd, and bare. 
Her left Hand guides the hunting Courſer's Flight: 
ASilver Bow ſhe carries in her right: 
And from the golden Quiver at her Side, 
Ruſtles the Ebon Arrow's feather'd Pride. 
Sphirs and Diamonds on her Front diſplay 
An artificial Moon's increaſing Ray. 
Diana, Huntreſs, Miſtreſs of the Groves, 
The fav'rite Abra ſpeaks, and looks, and moves. 
Her, as the preſent Goddeſs, I obey: 
Beneath her Feet the captive Gamel lay. 
The mingl'd Chorus fings Diana's Fame: 
Clarions and Horns in louder Peals proclaim 
Her myſtic Praiſe : the vocal Triumphs bound 
Againſt the Hills: the Hills reflect the Sound. 
Ifrir'd this Evening with the hunted Woods, 
Jo the large Fiſh-pools, or the glaſſy Floods 
Her Mind to-morrow points; a thouſand Hands 
To-night employ'd, obey the King's Commands. 
Upon the wat'ry Beach an artful Pile 
Of Planks is join'd, and forms a moving 1ſlc. 
A golden Chariot in the midſt is ſet ; 
And Silver Cygnets ſeem to feel it's Weight. 
Abra, bright Queen, aſcends her gaudy Throne, 
In ſemblance of the Grecian Venus known : 
Tritons and Sea- green Naiads round her move; 
And ſing in moving Strains the Force of Love: 3 
; | 7 1 
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Whilſt as th* approaching Pageant does appear; 
And echoing Crouds ſpcak mighty Venus near: 

I, her adorer, too devoutly ſtand 

Faſt on the utmoſt Margin of the Land, 

With Arms and Hopes extended, to receive 

The fincy'd Goddeſs riſing from the Wave. 

O ſubject Reaſon! O imperious Love! 

Whither yet further would my Folly rove? 

Is it enough, that Abra ſhould be great 

In the wall'd Palace, or the rural Seat? 

That masking Habits, and a borrow'd Name 
Contrive to hide my Vlenitude of Shame ? 

No, no! Jeruſalem combin'd muſt ſee 

My open Fault, and Regal Infamy. 

Solemn a Month is deſtin'd for the Feaſt: 

Abra invites: the Nation is the Gueſt. 

To have the Honour of each Day ſuſtain d, 

The Woods are travers'd; and the Lakes are drain'd: 

Arabia's Wilds, and Egypt's are explor' d: 

The Edible Creation decks the Board: 

Hardly the Phenix ſcapes ———— 

The Men their Lyres, the M ids their Voices raiſe, 

To ſing my Happinels, and Abra's Praiſe. 

And laviſh Bards our mutual Loves rehearſe 

In lying Strains, and ignominious Verſe 

While from the Banquet leading forth the Bride, 

W hom prudent Love from public Eyes ſhould hide; 
I ſhow her to the World, confeſs'd and known 
Queen of my Heart, and Partner of my Throne. 

And now her Fri:nds and Flatt'rers fill the Court: 

From Dax, and from Beerſheba they reſort: 

They barter Places, and diſpoſ: of Grants, 

Whole Provinces unequal to their Wants. 

They teach her to recede, or to debate; 

With Toys of Love to mix Affairs of State; 

By practisꝰd Rules her Empire to ſecure; 

And in my Pleaſure make my Ruin ſure. 

They gave, and ſhe transferr'd the curs'd Advice, 5 


That Monarchs ſhould their inward Soul diſguiſe, 
Diſſemble, and command; be falſe, and wiſe; g 
| Y 
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By ignominious Arts for ſervile Ends 

Should compliment their Foes, and ſhun their Friends. 
and now I leave the true and juſt Supports 

Of Legal Princes, and of honeſt Courts, 

area's, and the fierce Benaiah's Heirs ; 

Whoſe Sires, great Part' ners in my Father's Cares, 
Glured their 8 King at Hebron crown'd, 

Great by their Toil, and glorious by their Wound, 
and now, unhappy Council, I prefer 

Thoſe whom my Follies only made me fear, 

01d Corah's Brood, and taunting ohimei's Race; 
Miſcreants who ow'd their Lives to David's Grace; 
Tho' they had ſpurn'd his Rule, and curs'd him to his 


Face. 
Still Abra's Pow*r, my Scandal ſtill increas'd ; 
ſuſtice ſubmitted ro what Abra pleas'd : = 


Her Will alone could ſettle or reyoke 3 
ind Law was fix'd by what ſhe lateſt ſpoke. 
Iſrael neglected, Abra was my Care: 
[only ated, thought, and liv'd for her. 
durſt not reaſon with my wounded Heart. 
Abra poſſeſs'd; ſhe was it's better Part. 
0! had I now review'd the famous Cauſe, 
Which gave my righreous Youth ſo juſt Applauſe 
ln vain on the diſſembl'd Mother's Tongue 
Had cunning Art and fly Perſuaſion hung; 
nd real Care in vain, and native Love 
ln the true Parent's panting Breaſt had ſtrove; 
While both deceiv'd had ſeen the deftin'd Child 
Or ſlain, or ſav'd, as Abra frown'd or ſmil'd. 
Unknowing to command, proud to obey, 
Alife-leſs King, a Royal Shade lay. 
Unhear*d the injur'd Orphans now complain: 
The Widow's Cries addreſs the Throne in vain. 
Cauſes unjudg'd diſgrace the loaded File; 
And ſleeping Laws the King's Neglect revile. 
No more the Elders throng d around my Throne, 
To hear ay Maxims, and reform their own. 
No more the young Nobility were taught, 
How Moſes govern'd, and hoy David fought. 
Looſe 
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Looſe and undiſciplin'd the Soldier lay; 
Or loſt in Drink, and Game, the ſolid Day: 
Porches and Scholes, deſign'd for public Good, 
Uncover'd, and with Scaffolds cumber'd ſtood, 
Or nodded, threat'ning Ruin 
Half Pillars wanted their expected Height 
And Roofs imperfect v5 eaecls the _ 
The Arriſts grieve; the lab'ring People droop: 
My Father's 1 88d my Country's Hope, 

God's Temple lies unfiniſh'd 

The Wiſe and Grave deplor'd their Monarch's Fate, 

And future Miſchiefs of a ſinking State. 

Is this, the Serious ſaid, is this the Man, 

W hoſe active Soul thro? every Science ran? 

Who by juſt Rule and elevated Skill 

Preſcrib'd the dubious Bounds of Good and Ill? 

W hoſe golden Sayings, and immortal Wit, 

On large Phylacteries ex preſſive writ, 

Were to the Forehead of the Rabbins ry'd, 

Our Youth's Inſtruction, and our Age's Pride? 
Could not the Wiſe his wild Deſires reſtrain ? 

Then was our Hearing, and his Preaching vain: 

W har from his Life and Letters were we taught, 
But that his Knowledge aggravates his Fault? 

In lighter Mood the humorous and the gay, 

As crown'd with Roſes at their Feaſts they lay; 
Sent the full Goblet, charg'd with Abra's Name, 
And Charms ſuperior to their Maſter*s Fame: 
Laughing ſome praiſe the King, who let 'em ſee, 
How aptly Luxe and Empire might agree : 

Some gloſs d, how Love and Wiſdom were at Strife; 
And brought my Proverbs to confront my Life. 
However, Friend, here's to the King, one cries: 
Jo him who was the King, the Friend replies. 
The King, for Judah's, and for Wiſdom's Curſe, 
To Abra yields: could I, or thou do worſe? 
Our looſer Lives let Chance or Folly ſteer; 

If thus the Prudent and Determin'd err. 

Let Dinah bind with Flowers her flowing Hair; 
And touch the Lure, and ſound the wanton Air: 
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aus the Bliſs without the Sting receive, 
ee, as We will, or to injoy, or leave. 
ſures on Levity's ſmooth Surface flow: 

hought brings the Weight, that ſinks the Soul to Woe. 
ow be this Maxim to the King convey'd, | 
d added to the thouſand he has made. 

Sadly, O Reaſon, is thy Pow'r expreſs'd, 

Thou gloomy Tyrant of the frighred Breaſt ! 
nd harſh the Rules, which we from thee receive; p 
Ffor our Wiſdom we our Pleaſure give; 
nd more to think be only more to grieve. g 

I 7udahb's King at thy Tribunal try'd, 

orſakes his Joy to vindicate his Pride; 

nd changing Sorrows, I am only found 
Loos'd from the Chains of Love, in thine more ſtrictly 

bound. 

But do I call thee Tyrant, or e , 

ow hard thy Laws, how abſolute thy Reign ? 

hilethou, alas! art but an empty Name, 

ono two Men, who e' er diſcours'd, the ſame; 
Ihe idle Product ofa troubled Thought, 
Inborrow'd Shapes, and airy Colours wrought; 
Afancy'd Line, and a reflected Shade; 
Chain which Man to fetter Man has made, 
y Artifice n r- „by Fear obey' d. 

Yet, wretched Name, or Arbitrary Thing, 
hence ever I thy cruel Eſſence bring, 
lownthy Influence; for I feel thy ting. 
geluctant I perceive thee in my Soul, 
form'd to command, and deſtin'd to control. 
les; thy inſulting Dictates ſhall be heard: 
Virtue for once ſhall be her own Reward : 
les; rebel Iſrael, this unhappy Maid 
Shall be diſmiſs'd : the Crowd ſhall be obey'd : 
The King his Paſſion, and his Rule ſhall leaye, 
No longer Abra's, but the People's Slave, 
My coward Soul ſhall bear it's wayward Fate: 2 


K 


will, alas! be wretched, to be great; 
and ſigh in Royalty, and grieve in State. 


I faid: 
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I faid : reſoly'd to plunge into my Grief 
At once ſo tar, as to ex Relief 
For my Deſpair alone | 
I choſe to write the Thing I durſt not ſpeak, 
To her I lov'd; to her I mutt forſake. 

The harſh Epiſtle labour'd much to prove, 
How contin Majeſty, and Love. 
Lalways ſhould, it ſaid, eſteem her well; 
But never ſee her more; It bid her feel 
No future Pain for me; but inſtant wed 
A Lover more proportion'd to her Bed; 
And quiet dedicate her remnant Life 

To the juſt Duties of an humble Wife. 

She read; and forth to me ſhe wildly ran, 
To me, the Eaſe of all her former Pain. 
She kneel'd, intreated, ſtruggl'd, threaten'd, cryd; 
And with alternate Paſſion liv d, and dy'd: 

Till now deny'd the Liberty to mourn, 

And by rude Fury from my Preſence torn, 

This only Object of my real Care, 

Cut off from Hope, abandon'd to Deſpair, 

In ſome few poſting fatal Hours is hur'd 

From Wealth, from Pow'r, from Love, and from thi 
World. 

Here tell me, if thou dar'ſt, my conſcious Soul, 
W hat dift*rent Sorrows did within thee Roll: 
What Pangs, what Fires, what Racks didſt thou ſuſtain, 
What ſad Viciſſitudes of ſmarting Pain? 

How oft from Pomp and State did I remove, 

To feed Deſpair, and cheriſh hopeleſs Love? 
How oft, all Day, recall'd I Abra's Charms, 
Her Beauties preſs'd, and panting in my rms? 
How oft, with Sighs, view'd every Female Face, 
Where mimic Fancy might her Likeneſs trace? 
How of. defir'd to fly from Iſrael's Throne, 

And live in Shades with her and Love atone ? 
How oft, all night, purſu'd her in my Dreams, 
O'er flow'ry Valleys, and chro? cryſtal Stræaams; 
And waking, vie w'd with Grief, the riſing Sun, 
And fondly mourn'd the dear Deluſion gone ? 


When 


Preci] 
In ya1! 


Towr 


With 
Thee 
An 
How | 
And h 
Thro' 
Ho W 
by tur 
Thro 
Impat 
And b 
Enjo 
0„ ö 
In Cl, 


POEMS on ſeveral Occafions. 161 


When thus the gather'd Storms of wretched Love 
Inmy ſwoln Botom, with long War had ſtrove 
tlength they broke their Bounds : at length their Force 
Boredown whatever met it's ſtronger Courſe : 

Lay'd all the Civil Bonds of Manhood waſte ; 
and ſcatter d Ruin as the Torrent paſt. 

5o from the Hills, whoſe hollow Caves con ain 
The congregated Snow, and ſwelling Rain; 

ill the full Stores their antient Bounds diſdain ; 

Precipitate the furious Torrent flows: 

Invain would Speed avoid, or Strength oppoſe : 

Towns, Foreſts, Herds, and Men promiſcuous 
drown'd, 

With one great Death deform the dreary Ground; 

Theecho'd Woes from diſtant Rocks reſound. 

and now what impious Ways my Wiſhes took; 
How they the Monarch, and the Man forſook ; 
ind how I follow'd an abandon'd Will, 

Thro* crooked Paths, and fad Retreats of III; 
How Judah's Daughters now, now foreign Slaves, 
by turns my proſtituted Bed receives. 
Thro* Tribes of Women how I looſely rang'd 
Impatient 3 lik'd to- night, to- morrow chang'd ; 
Ind by the Inſtinct of capricious Luſt, 
knoy'd, diſdain'd, was grateful, or unjuſt : 
O, be theſe Scenes from human Eyes conceal'd, 
In Clouds of decent Silence juſtly veil'd! 
O, be the wanton Images convey'd 
To black Oblivion, and eternal Shade! 
Or let their ſad Epitome alone, 
And outward Lines to future Age be known, 
Enough to propagate the ſure Belicf, 
That Vice engenders Shame; and Folly broods o'er 
Grief. 
Bury'd in Sloth, and loſt in Eaſe I lay: 
The Night I revell'd ; and I ſlept the Day. 
New Heaps of Fewel damp'd my kindling Fires; 
And daily Change extinguiſh'd young Deſires. 
Lyit's own Force deſtroy'd, Fruition ceas'd 3 
nd always weary'd, I was never pleas'd. 
* No 
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No longer now does my neglected Mind 
Ir's vyonted Stores, and old Ideas find. 
Fix d Judgment there no longer does abide, 
To take the True, or ſet the Falſe aide. 
No longer does ſwift Mem'ry trace the Cells, 
W here ſpringing Wit, or young Invention dwells; 
Frequent Debauch to Habitude prevails: | 
Patience of Toil, and Love of Virtue fails. 
By ſad Degrees impair*d my Vigor dyes ; 
Till I command no longer ev'n in Vice. 

The Women on my Dotage build their Sway: 
They ask; I grant: they threaten 3 I obey. 
In Regal Garments now I gravely ſtride, 
Aw'd by the Perſian Dam'ſel's haughty Pride. 
Now with the looſer Syrian dance, and ling, 

In Robes tuck d up, opprobriousto the King. 
Charm'd by their Eyes, their Manners I acquire; 
And ſhape my Fooliſhneſs to their Deſire. 

Seduc'd and aw'd by the Philiſtine Dame, 
At Dagon's Shrine I kindle impious Flame. 
With the Chaldean's Charms her Rites prevail; 
And curling Frankincenſe afcends to Baal. 
To cach new Harlot I new Altars dreſs ; Iraif 
And ſerve her God, whoſe Perſon I careſs. nd} 
Where, my deluded Senſe, was Reaſon flown? ond 
Where the high Majeſty of David's Throne ? Oer 
W here all the Maxims of eternal Truth, The 
With which the living Godinform'd my Yourh ? 5 
M hen with the lewd Egyptian I adore Id! 
Vain Idols, Deities that neer before Juli 
In 1/rae!'s Land had fix'd their dire abodes, 


Beaſtly Divinities, and Droves of Gods: ry 
Ofiris, Apis, Pow'rs that chew the Cud, 0 
And Dog Anubis, Flatt'rer for his Food: ; licee 
W hen in the Woody Hill's forbidden Shade wise 


Icarv'd the Marble, and invok'd it's Aid: Her 
W hen in the Fens to Snakes and Flies, with Zeal 3 
. Unworthy human Thought, I proſtrate fell; Do 
To Shrubs and Plants my vile Devotion paid; ere 
And ſet the bearded Leek, to which 1 pray'd: "A 


When 
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When to all Beings ſacred Rites were giv'n; 
forgot the Arbiter of Earth and Heav'n. 
Thro' theſe ſad Shades, this Chaos in my Soul, 
dome Seeds of Light at length began to roll. 
The riſing Motion of an Infant Ray 
hot glimm' ring thro' the Cloud, and promis'd Day- 
and now one Moment able to reflect, 
[found the King abandon'd to neglect, 
deen without Awe, and ſerv'd without Reſpect. 
found my Subjects amicably joyn, 
Io leſſen their Defects, by citing mine. 
The Prieſt with Pity pray'd for David's Race; 
And left his Text, to dwell on my Diſgrace. 
The Father, whilſt he warn'd his erring Son, 
The ſad Examples which he ought to ſhun, 
Deſcrib'd, and only nam'd not, Solomon. 
lach Bard, each Sire did to his Pupil ſing, 
wiſe Child better than a fooliſh King. 
Into my ſelf my Reaſon's Eye I turn'd ; 
ind as I much reflected, much I mourn'd. 
mighty King I am, an Earthly God: 
Nations obey my Word, and wait my Nod. 
[riſe or fink, 1mpriſon or ſer free; 
And Life or Death depends on my Decree. 
fond the Idea, and the Thought is vain : 
Oer Judah's King ten thouſand Tyrants reign. 
. of Luſt, and various Pow ers of Ill 
Intult the Maſter's Tributary Will: 
And he, from whom the Nations ſhould receive 
juſtice, and Freedom, lyes himſelf a Slave, 
Tortur d by cruel Change of wild Deſires, 
Laſh d by mad Rage, and ſcorch d by brutal Fires. 
OReaſon! once again to thee I call: 
Accept my Sorrow, and retrieve my Fall. 
Wiſdom, thou ſay*ſt, from Heav n receiy'd her Birth; 
Her Beams tranſmitted to the ſubje Earth. 
let this pot Empreſs of the human Soul 
Does only with imagin'd Pow'r controul; 
[freſtleſs Paſſion by Rebellious Sway 
Compells the weak Uſurper to obey. 
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O troubled, weak, and Coward, as thou art! 
Wichout thy poor Advice the lab'ring Heart 
To worſe Extremes with ſwifter Steps would run, 
Not ſav'd by Virtue, yet by Vice undone. 
Oft have I ſaid, the Praiſe of doing well 
Is to the Ear, as Ointment to the ſmell, 
Now if ſome Flies perchance, however ſmall, 
Into the Alabaſter Urn ſhould fall ; 
The Odors of the Sweets inclos'd would dye; 4 
And Stench corrupt (fad Change !) their Place ſupply, 4 
So the leaſt Faults, if mixt with faireſt Decd, . 
Of future ill become the fatal Seed: 
Into the Balm of pureſt Virtue caſt, 
Annoy all Life with one contagious Blaſt. 
Loſt Solomon ! purſue this Thought no more: 
Of chy paſt Errors recollect the Store: 
And filent weep, that while the Deathleſs Muſe 
Shall ſing the Juſt 3 ſhall o'er their Head diffuſe 
Perfumes with laviſh Hand ; ſhe ſhall proclaim 
Thy Crimes alone; and to thy evil Fame 0 
Imparrtial, ſcatter Damps, and Poyſons on thy Name, Y 
Awaking therefore, as who long had dream'd, 
Much of my W omen, and their Gods aſham'd, 
From this Abyſs of exemplary Vice 
Reſolv'd, as Time might aid my Thought, to riſe; 
Aon I bid the mournful Goddeſs write 
The fond Purſuit of fugitive Delight : 
Bid her exalt her melancholy Wing, 
And rais'd from Earth, and ſav'd from Paſſion, ſing 
Of human Hope by croſs Event deſtroy'd, 
Of uſeleſs Wealth, and Greatneſs unenjoy*d, 
Of Luſt and Love, with their fantaſtic Train, 
Their Wiſhes, Smiles, and Looks deceitful all, and vai 
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The ARGUMENT, 


O LOMO N conſiders Man through | 

the ſeveral Stages and Conditions of 
Life; and concludes in general, that we 
are all Miſerable. He reflects more par- 
ticularly upon the Trouble and uncertain- 
ty of Greatneſs and Power; gives ſome 
Inſtances thereof from Adam down to | 
Himſelf; and {till concludes that 1 is 
Lanuity., He reaſons again upon Lite, | 
Death, and a future Being; finds Human | 
Wiſdom too imperfect to reſolve his | 
Doubts; has Recourſe to Religion; is in- 
ſormed by an Angel, what ſhall happen 
to himſelf, his Family, and his Kingdom, 
till the Redemption of //rael : and, upon | 
the whole, reſolves to ſubmit his Enqui- 
ries and Anxieties to the Will of his Cre- 
ator, 
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TEX TS chiefly alluded to in this BOOK 


or erer the Silver Cord be looſed, or the Golden Bowl 
be broken, or the Pitcher be broken at the Fountain, 


or the Wheel broken at the Ciſtern. Eccleſiaſtes, 
Chap. XII. Verſ. 6. 


The Sun ariſeth, and the Sun goeth down, and haſteth 


to his Place where he aroſe. Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. I. 
Verſ. 5. | 


The Wind goeth towards the South, and turneth about 
unto the North. It whirleth about continually; and 


the Wind returneth again according to his Circuit. 
Verſ. 6. | | 


Uthe Rivers run into the Sea: yet the Sea is not full. 
Unto the Place from whence the Rivers come, thi- 
er they return again. Verſ. 7. 


Then ſhall the Duſt return to the Earth, as ir was: and 


the Spirit ſhall return unto God who gave it. Eccleſi- 
aſtes, Chap. XII. Verſ. 7. 


Now when Solomon had made an End of Pra ing, the 
Fire came down from Heaven, and, conſumed the 
Burnt-offering, and the Sacrifices; and the Glory of 


= hoon filled che Houſe. II Chronicles, Chap. VII. 
erſ. 1. | 


By the Rivers of Babylon, there we ſat down; yea we 


wept, When we remembred Sion, c. Pſalm. 
CXXXVII. Verſ. 1, 


TExrs chiefly alluded to in this Book. 


I ſaid of Laughter, it is mad; and of Mirth, what ff 
eth it? Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. II. Verſ. 2. 


No Man can find out the Work that God me 1 
eth, from the Beginning to the End. Eccleſiaſd 
Chap. III. Verſ. 11. ; 


[| 


Whatſocver God doeth, it ſhall be for ever: nothi * 
can be put to it, nor any thing taken from it: a 
God doeth it, that Men ſhould fear before him. Ve 0 


14. 


— 


Let us hear the Concluſion of the whole Matter; "a | 
God, and keep his Commandments; for this is th 
whole Duty of Man. Eccleſiaſtes, Chap. XII. Verſo 
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THIRD B O O K. 


== OME then, my Soul: I call thee by 


that Name, | 

Thou buſie Thing, from whenee I 
know I am: 

For knowing that I am, I know thou 
art; 


Ince that muſt needs exiſt, which can impart. 
ut how thou cam'ſt to be, or whence thy Spring: 
for various of thee Prieſts and Poets ſing. 
Hear*ſt thou ſubmiſſive, but a lowly Birth, 
ome ſep'rate Particles of hner Earth, 
Aplain Effect, which Nature muſt beget, 
Motion orders, and as Atoms meet; 
lompanion of the Body's Good or Ill, 
from Force of Inſtin& more than Choice of Will ; 
Conſcious of Fear or Valour, Joy or Pain, 
the wild Courſes of the Blood ordain; 
Who as Degrees ot Hear and Cold prevail, 
nYouth doſt flouriſh, and with Age ſhalr fail; 


Till 
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Till mingl'd with thy Partner's lateſt Breath 
Thou flyꝰſt, diſſolv'd in Air, and loſt in Death. 

Or if thy great Exiſtence would aſpire 
To Cauſes more ſublime ; of Heay'nly Fire 
Wer't thou a Spark ſtruck off, a ſep*rate Ray, 
Ordain'd to mingle with Terreſtrial Clay 
With it condemn'd for certain Years to dwell, 
To grieve it's Frailties, and it's Pains to feel; 
To teach it Good and Ill, Diſgrace or Fame; 
Pale it with Rage, or redden it with Shame: 
To guide it's Actions with informing Care, 

In Peace to judge, to conquer in the War; 
Render it Agile, Witty, Valiant, Sage, 

As fits the various Courſe of human Age; 

Till as the Earthly Part decays and falls, 

The Captive breaks her Priſon's mouldring Walls; 
Hovers a-while upon the ſad Remains, 

Which now the Pile, or Sepulchre contains ; 
And thence with Liberty unbounded flies, 
Impatient to regain her native Skies. 

Whate'er thou art, where- e er ordain'd to go: 
(Points which we rather may diſpute, than know) 
Come on, thou little Inmate of this Breaſt, 
Which for thy Sake from Paſſions I diveſt : 

For theſe, thou ſay'ſt, raiſe all the ſtormy Strife, 
Which hinder thy Repoſe, and trouble Life. 

Be the fair Level of thy Actions laid, 

As Temp'rance wills, and Prudence may perſuade 
Be thy Affections undiſturb'd and clear, 
Guided to what may Great or Good appear; 
And try if Life be worth the Liver's Care. 

Amaſs'd in Man there juftly is beheld 
What thro” the whole Creation has excell'd : 
The Life and Growth of Plants, of Beaſts the Senſe; 
The Angel's Forecaſt and Intelligence: 
Say from theſe glorious Seeds what Harveſt flows; 
Recount our Bleſſings, and compare our Woes. 
In it's true Light let cleareſt Reaſon ſee 
The Man dragg'd out to act, and forc'd to be; 


Help. 
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Wi:lpleſs and naked on a Woman's Knees 
ſobe expos'd or rear'd as ſhe may pleaſe; 

zl her Neglect, and pine from her Diſeaſe, 

s tender Eye by too direct a Ray 

Wounded, and flying from unpractis'd Day; 

is Heart aſſaulted by invading Air, 

ind beating fervent to the vital War; 

To his young Senſe how various Forms appear; 

That ſtrike his Wonder, and excite his Fear? 

y his Diſtortions he reveals his Pains 3 

He by his Tears, and by his Sighs complains 3 

ill Time and Ule aſſiſt the Infant Wretch, 

jy broken Words, and Rudiments of Speech, 

is Wants in plainer Characters to ſhow, 

ind paint more perfect Figures of his Woe. 
Condemn'd to ſacrifice his childiſh Years 

Tobabling Ign'rance, and to empty Fears; 

Io paſs the riper Period of his Age, 

ing his part upon a crowded Stage 3 

Tolaiting Toils expos'd, and endleſs Cares, 
Toopen Dangers, and to ſecret Snares; 

To Malice which the vengeful Foe intends, 

And the more dangerous Love of ſeeming Friends. 
His Deeds examin'd by the People's Will, 

Prone to forget the Good, and blame the III: 

Or ſadly cenſur'd in their curs'd Debate, 

Who in the Scorner's, or the Judge's Seat 

Dare to condemn the Virtue which they hate. 

Or would he rather leave this frantic Scene; 

And Trees and Beaſts prefer to Courts and Men ? 
n the remoteſt Wood and lonely Grott 

Certain to meet that worſt of Evils, Thought ; 
Dift'rent Ideas to his Mem'ry brought: 

Some intricate, as are the pathleſs Woods; 
Impetuous ſome, as the deſcending Floods: 
With anxious Doubts, viith raging Paſſions torn, 
No ſweet Companion near, with whom to mourn 
He hears the echoing Rock return his Sighs 3 


And from himſelf the frighted Hermit flies. 


Thus 
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Thus thro* what Path ſoeꝰer of Life we rove, 
Rage companies our Hate, and Grief our Loye : 
Vex'd with the preſent Moment's heavy Gloom, 
V hy ſeek we Brightneſs from the Years to come? 
Diſturb'd and broken like a ſick Man's Sleep, 

Our troubl'd „ ag ro diſtant Proſpects leap ; 


* 93 
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Deſirous ſtill what fies us to o'ertake : 

For Hope is but the Dream of thoſe that wake: 

But looking back, we ſee the dreadful Train 

Of Woes, a- new which were we to ſuſtain, 

We ſhould refuſe to tread the Path again. 

Still adding Grief, ſtill counting from the firſt ; 

Judging the lateſt Evils ſtill the worſt ; 

And ſadly finding each progreſſive Hour 

Heighten their Number, and augment their Pow'r; 

Till by one countleſs Sum of Woes oppreſt, 

Hoary with Cares, and ignorant of Reſt, 

We find the vital Springs relax'd and worn: 

CompelFd our common Impotence to mourn, - 

Thus, thro* the Round of Age, to Childhood we te- 
turn; 

Reflecting find, that naked from the Womb 

We yeſterday came forth; that in the Tomb 

Naked again we muſt ro-morrow lye, 

Born to lament, to labor, and to dye. 

Paſs we the Ills, which each Man feels or dreads, 
The Weight or fall'n, or hanging o'er our Heads; 
The Bear, the Lyon, terrors of the Plain, 

The Sheepfold ſcatter d, and the Shepherd ſlain 

The frequent Errors of the pathleſs Wood, 

The giddy Precipice, and the dang”rous Flood: 

The noiſom Peſt'lence, that in open War 

Terrible, marches thro' the mid-day Air, 

And ſcatters Death ; the Arrow thatby Night 

Cuts the dank Miſt, and fatal wings it's Flight; 

The billowing Snow, and Violence of the Show'r, 

Tharfrom the Hills diſperſe their dreadful Store, 

And o'er the Vales collected Ruin pour; | 

The Worm that gnawsthe ripening Fruit, ſad Gueſt, 

Cankor or Locuſt hurtful co lufeſt * 
* 
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me Blade; while Husks clude the Tiller's Care, 
ud Eminence of Want diſtinguiſhes the Year. 
pas we the flow Diſeaſe, and-ſubril Pain, 

Which our weak Frame is deſtin'd ta ſuſtain ; 
The cruel Stone, with congregated War 
Taring his bloody Way; the cold Catarrh, 
ick frequent Impulſe, and continu'd Strife, 
Y \Vcak'ning the waſted Seats of irkſome Life; 
me Goutꝭs fierce Rack, che burning Feaver's Rage, 
me ſad Experience of Decay; and Age, | 
ner ſelf the ſoareſt Ill; while Death, and Eaſe, 
Oft and in vain invok'd, or to appeaſe, 
Or end the Grief, with haſty Wings recede 
from the vext Patient, and the ſickly Bed. 
Nought ſhall it profir, that the charming Fair, 
Angelick, ſofteſt Work of Heav'n, draws near 
Io the cold ſhaking paralytick Hand, 
ſenſeleſs of Beaury's Touch, or Love's Command, 
Nor longer apt, or able to fulfill 
The Dictates of it's feeble Maſter's Will. 
Nought ſhall the Pſaltry, and the Harp avail, 
The pleaſing Song, or well repeated Tale, 
When the quick Spirits their warm March forbear 3 
And numbing Coldneſs has unbrac'd the Ear. 
The verdant Riſing of the flow'ry Hill, 
The Vale enamell'd, and the Cryſtal Rill, 
The Ocean rolling, and the ſhelly Shoar, 
Beautiful Objects, ſhall delight no more; 
When the lax'd Sinews of the weaken'd Eye 
In wat'ry Damps, or dim Suffuſion lye. 
Day follows Night; the Clouds return again 
After the falling of the later Rain: 
But to the Aged - blind ſhall ne'er return 
Grateful Viciſſitude: He ſtill muſt mourn 
5 Ihe Sun, and Moon, and ev'ry Starry Light 


Eclips'd to Him, and loſt in everlaſting Night. 
Behold where Age's wretched Victim lics : 
dee his Head —. g, and his half clos d Eyes: R 
Fre- 
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Frequent for Breath his panting Boſom heaves : 
To broken Sleeps his remnant Senſe he giyes ; 
And only by his Pains, awaking finds he lives. 
Loos'd by devouring Time the Silver Cord 
Diſſever'd lies: unhonour'd from the Board 
The Cryſtal Urn, when broken, is thrown by; 
And apter Utenſils their Place ſupply. 
Theſe Things and thou mult ſhare one equal Lot; 
Dye and be loſt, corrupt and be forgot; 
While ſtill another, and another Race 
Shall now ſupply, and now give up the Place. 
From Earth all came, to Earch mult all return; 
Frail as the Cord, and brittle as the Urn. 
But be the Terror of theſe Ills ſuppreſs'd : 
And view we Man with Health and Vigor bleſt. 
. Home he rerurns with the declining Sun, 
His deſtin'd Task of Labor hardly ; 2 ; 
Goes forth again with the aſcending Ray, 
Again his Travel for his Bread to pay, 
And find the Ill ſufficient to the Day. 
Hap'ly at Night he does with Horror ſhun 
A widow'd Daughter, or a dying Son: 
His Neighbour's Off-ſpring he to-morrow ſees ; 
And doubly feels his Want in their Increaſe: 
The next Day, and the next he muſt attend 
His Foe triumphant, or his buried Friend. 
In ev' ry Act and Turn of Life he feels 
Publick Calamities, or Houſehold IIls: 
The due Reward to juſt Deſert refus'd : 
The Truſt betray'd, the nuptial Bed abus'd : 
I he Judge corrupt, the long depending Cauſe, 
And doubtful Iſſue of miſconſtru'd Laws: 
The crafty Turns ofa diſhoneſt State, 
And violent Will of the wrong-doing Great: 
The venom'd Tongue injurious to his Fame, 
Which nor can Wiſdom ſhun, nor fair Advice reclaim. 
Eſteem we theſe, my Friends, Event and Chance, 
Produc'd as Atoms from their flutt'ring Dance? 
Or higher yet their Eſſence may we draw . 
From deſtin'd Order, and Eternal Law? Per i. 
gain, 
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again, my Muſe, the cruel Doubt repeat: 
Spring they, 1 * from Accident, or Fate ? 
Yerſuch, we find, they are, as can controul 
The ſervile Actions of our wavy'ring Soul; 
Can fright, can alter, or can chain the Will; 
Their IIls all built on Life, that fundamental IIl. 
O fatal Search! in which the lab'ring Mind, 
(till preſsd with Weight of Woe, ſtill hopes to find 
Shadow of Delight, a Dream of Peace, 
from Years of Pain, one Moment of Releaſe; 
Hoping at leaſt ſhe may her ſelf deceive, : 


againſt Experience willing to believe, 
Deſirous to rejoice, condemn'd to grieve. 
Happy the mortal Man, who now atlaſt 
Has thro” this doleful Vale of Mis'ry paſt; 
Who to his deſtin'd Stage has carry d on 
Ihe tedious Load, and laid his Burden down; 
Whom the cur Braſs, or wounded Marble ſhows 
Victor o'er Life, and all her Train of Woes. 
He happier yet, who privileg'd by Fate 
To ſhorter Labour, and a lighter Weight, 
Receiv d but yeſterday the Gift of Breath, 
Order'd ro-morrow to return to Death. 
But O! beyond Deſcription happieſt he, 
Who ne'er muſt roll on Life's tumultuous Sea; 
Who with bleſs'd Freedom from the gen'ral Doom 
Exempt, muſt never force the teeming Womb, 8 
Nor ſee the Sun, nor ſink into the Tomb. 
Who breaths, muſt ſuffer; and who thinks, muſt 
mourn; 
And he alone is bleſs*d, who ne'er was born. 
Let in thy Turn, thou frowning Preacher, hear: 
Are not theſe general Maxims too ſevere ? 
* Say : cannot Pow'r ſecure it's Owner's Bliſs? 
* Andis not Wealth the porent Sireof Peace ? 
* Are Victors bleſs'd with Fame, or King's withEaſe? 
Itell thee, Life is but one common Care; 
And Man was born to ſuftcr, and to fear. 
but is no Rank, no Station, no Degree 
From this contagious Taint of Sorrow free? 


None, 
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None, Mortal, None: Yer in a bolder Strain“ 
Ler me this Melancholy Truth maintain : 
Bur hence, ye Worldly, and Prophane, retire ; 
For I adapt my Voice, and raiſe my Lyre 
To Notions not by Vulgar Ear receiv'd : 

Ye ſtill muſt cover Life, and be deceiv'd: 

Your very fear of Death ſhall make ye try 

To catch the Shade of Immorralityz; 
Wiſhing on Earth to linger, and to ſave 

Part of it's Prey from the devouring Grave; 
To thoſe who may ſurvive ye, to bequeath 
Something entire, in ſpite of I ime and Death; 
A fancy'd Kind of Being to retrieve, 

Andin a Book, or from a Building live. 

Falſe Hope! vain Labour! let ſome Ages fly: 
The Dome ſhall moulder, and the Volume be 
Wretches, ſtill taught, ſtill will ye think it ſtrange, 
T hat all the Parts of this great Fabric change; 2 
Quit their old Station, and Primæval Frame G 
And loſe their Shape, their Eſſence, and their Name? 

Reduce the Song: our Hopes, our Joys are vain: | 
Our Lot is Sorrow; and our Portion Pain. ; 

What Pauſe from Woe, what Hopes of Comfort bring 
The Name of Wiſe or Great, ofJudge or King ? J 
What is a King ? A Man condenan'd to bear 
The public Burden of the Nation's Care 

Now crown'd ſome angry Faction to appeale ; 
Now falls a Victim to the People's Eaſe: 

From the firſt blooming of his ill· taught Youth, 
Nouriſh'din Flatt'ry, and eſtrang'd from Truth: 
At home ſurrounded by a ſervile Crowd, 
Prompt to abuſe, and in Detraction loud: 
Abroad begirt with Men, and Swords, and Spears; 
His very State acknowledging his Fears: 
Marching amidſt a thouſand Guards, he ſhows 
His ſecret Terror ofa thouſand Foes ; 

In War however prudent, great, or brave, 
To blind Events, and fickle Chance a Slave : 
Seeking to ſettle what for ever flies; 

Sure of the Toil, uncertain ofthe Prize. 
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But he returns with Conqueſt on his Brow ; 
rings up the Triumph, and abſolves the Vow: - 
te Captive Generals to his Carr are ty'd 3 
we joyful Citizens tumultuous Tide 
Echoing his Glory, pry his Pride. | 
vat is this Triumph > Madneſs, Shouts, and Noiſe, 
one great Collection of the People's Voice. 
me Wretches he brings back, in Chains relate, 
bvhat may to-morrow be the Victor's Fate. 
pe Spoils and Trophies born before him ſhow, e 
National Lofs, and epidemic Woe, 
Various Diſtreſs, which he and his may know. 5 
W Docs he not mourn the valiant thouſands ſlain 
The Heroes, once the Glory of the Plain, 
Left in the Conflict of the fatal Day, | 
Or the Wolve's Portion, or the Vulture's Prey? 
Does he not weep the Lawrel, which he wears, 
Wet with the Soldier's Blood, and Widow's Tears? 
bee, where he comes, the Darling of the War! 
Le millions crowding round the gilded Carr 
n che vaſt Joys of this Ecſtatic Hour, 
ud full Fruition of ſucceſsful Pow r, 2 
one Moment and one Thought might let him ſcan 
he various Turns of Life, and fickle State of Man. 
Are the dire Images of ſad Diſtruſt, 
And popular Change, obſcur'd a- mid the Duſt, 
That riſes from the Victor's rapid Wheel? 
Can the loud Clarion, or ſhrill Fife repel 
Ihe in ward Cries of Care? can Nature's Voice 
Paintive be drown'd, or leſſenꝰd in the Noiſe; 
Tho' Shouts as Thunder loud afflict the Air; 
Sun the Birds now releas'd, and ſhake the Iv ry Chair? 
Yon” Crowd (he might reflect) yon joyful Crowd, 
Pleas'd with my Honours, in my Praiſes loud, 
(Should fleeting Vict'ry to the Vanquifh'd go; 
Should ſhe depreſs my Arms, arid raiſe the Foe ;) 
Would for that Foe with equal Ardor wait 
At the high Palace, or the crowded Gate; 
With reſtleſs Rage would pull my Statũes down 
And caſt the Braſs a-new to his Renown. 


M O im. 
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O impotent Deſire of Worldly Sway ! 
That I, who make the Triumph of to-day, 
May of to-morrow's Pomp one Part appear, 
Ghaſtly with Wounds, and lifeleſs on the Bier! 
1 hen (vileneſs of Mankind !) then of all theſe, 
Whom my dilated Eye with Labour ſees, 
Would one, alas! repeat me good, or great? 
Waſh my pale Body, or bewail my Fate? 
Or, march'd I chain'd behind the Hoſtile Carr, 
The Victor's Paſtime, and the Sport of War 
Would one, would one his pitying Sorrow lend, 
Or be ſo poor, to own he was my Friend? 
Avails it then, O Reaſon, to be wile ? 
To ſee this cruel Scene with quicker Eyes ? | 
To know with more Diſtinction to complain, The! 
And have ſuperior Senſe in feeling Pain? 
Let us revolve that Roll with ſtricteſt Eye, 
Where ſafe from Time diſtinguiſh'd Actions lye; 
And judge if Greatneſs be exempt from Pain, 
Or Pleaſare ever may with Pow'r remain. 
Adam, great Type, for whom the World was made 
The faireſt Bleſſing to his Arms convey d, 
A charming Wife; and Air, and Sea, and Land, 
And all that move therein, to his Command 
Render'd obedient: ſay, my penſive Muſe, 
What did theſe golden Promiſes produce? 
Scarcetaſting Life, he was of Joy bereay'd : 
One Day, I think, in Paradiſe he liv d: 
Deſtin'd the next his Journey to purſue, 
Where wounding Thorns, and curſed Thiſtles grew. 
E'er yet he earns his Bread, a-down his Brow, 
Inclin'd to Earth, his lab'ring Sweat muft flow: 
His Limbs muſt ake, with daily Toils oppreſs'd ; 
E'er long-wilh'd Night brings neceſſary Reſt : 
Sull viewing with Regret his darling Eve, 
He for her Follies, and his own muſt grieve. 
Bewailing ſtill a-freſh their hapleſs Choice; 
His Ear oft frighted with the imag'd Voice 
Of Heav*n, firſt it thunder d; oft his View 
A-ghaſt, as when the infant Light'ning flew 3 
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Ind the ſtern Cherub ſtopꝰd the fatal Road, 

m' d with the Flames of an avenging God. 
younger Son onthe polluted Ground, 

lt Fruit of Death, lies plaintif of a Wound 
n by a Brother's Hand: His eldeſt Birth 


t why theſe Sorrows heapꝰd upon the Sire, 
kcomes nor Man, nor Angel to enquire. 


e Son ſtill added to the Father's Crime; 
il God aroſe, and great in Anger ſaid : 
lit repenteth me, that Man was made. 


ſihdraw thy Light, thou Sun! be dark, ye Skies! 


ind from your deep Abyſs, ye Waters, riſe! 


The frighted Angels heard th' Almighty Lord; 
ad o'cr the Earth from wrathful Viols pour'd 


ſempeſts and Storm, obedient to his Word. 
an time, his Providence to Noah gave 
ſhe Guard of all, chat he deſign'd to fave. 


let ſtill his Heart does in ward Sorrow feel, 

Which Faith alone forbids him to reveal. 
on che backward World his Views are caſt; 

lis Death diftus'd, and univerſal Waſte. 

reſent (ſad Proſpect ]) can he ought deſcry, 

lut ( what affects his melancholy Eye 

The Beauties of the antient Fabric 1 


n Chains of craggy Hill, or Lengths ofdreary Coaſt ? 
chile to high Heav'n his pious Breathings turn'd, 
WW ping he hop'd, and ſacrificing mourn'd ; 


hen of God's Image only eight he found 
ons drown'd 3 
Ine he foreſees excluded e ty ts 


ad mark'd with Curſes, fatal to his Race. 
| M 2 


ies, mark'd by Heav'n, a Fugitive o'er Earth. 


Each Age ſinn'd on; and Guilt advanc'd with Time: 


hempt from general Doom the Patriarch ſtood 3 _ 
lontemn*d the Waves, and triumph'd o'er the Flood, 
W The Winds fall ſilent; and the Waves decreaſe : 

he Dove brings Quiet, and the Olive Peace: 


watch d from the Wat' ry Grave, and ſav'd from Nati- 


ad of three Sons, the future Hopes of Earth, 
e Seed, whence Empires muſt receive their Birth, 


Abra- 


179 
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Abraham, potent Prince, the Friend of God, 
Of human lIlls muſt bear the deſtin'd Load; 
By Blood and Bartles muſt his Pow'r maintain, 
And ſlay the Monarchs, e'er he rules the Plain; 
Muſt deal juſt Portions of a ſervile Life 
To a proud Handmaid, and a peeviſh Wife; 
Muſt with the Mother leave the weeping Son, 
In Want to wander, and in Wilds to groan ; 
Muſt take his other Child, his Age's Hope, 
To trembling Moriam's melancholy Top, 
Order'd to drench his Knife in filial Blood; 
Deſtroy his Heir, or diſobey his God. 

Moſes beheld that God; but how beheld 2 
The Deity in radiant Beams conceal'd, 
And clouded in a deep Abyſs of Light; 
While preſent, too ſevere for human Sigh”, 
Nor ſtaying longer than one ſwift-wing*d Night. 
The following Days, and Months, a 
To fierce Encounter, and to toilſome Deed. 


His Youth with Wants and Hardſhips muſt engage: 


Plors and Rebellions muſt diſturb his Age. 
Some Corah ſtill aroſe, ſome Rebel Slave, 
Prompter to fink the State, than he to ſave: 
And Iſrael did kis Rage fo far provoke, 


That what the God-head wrote, the Prophet my 
His Voice ſcarce heard, his Dictates ſcarce believ'd, 


In Camps, in Arms, in Pilgrimage, heliv'd; 
And dy'd obedient to ſevereſt Law, 
Forbid to tread the promis'd Land, he ſaw. 

| My Father's Life was one long Line of Care, 
A Scene of Danger, and a State of War. 
Alarm'd, expos'd, his Childhood muſt engage 


The Bear's rough Gripe, and foaming Lion's Rage. 


By various Turns his threaten'd Youth muſt fear 
Goliah's lifted Sword, and Saul's emitted Spear. 
Forlorn he muſt, and perſecuted fly ; 
Climb the ſteep Mountain, in the Cavern lye; 
And often ask, and be refus'd to dye. 

For ever, from his manly Toils, are known 


The Weight of Pow'r, and Anguiſh ofa Crown. EY 


Years decreed 
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rhat Tongue can ſpeak the reſtleſs Monarch's Woes ; 
Shen God and Nathan were declar'd his Focs ? ; 
ſhen ev'ry Object his Offence revil'd, 

e Husband murder'd, and the Wite defil'd, 

e Parents Sins impreſs'd upon the dying Child? 

that Heart can think the Grief which he ſuſtainꝰd; 
en the King's Crime brought Vengeance on the 


3 3 
Jad the inexorable Prophet's Voice 
Nie Famine, Plague, or War; and bid him fix his 
Choice ? 
ne dy'd; and oh! may no Reflection ſhed 
Is poys' nous Venom on the Royal Dead: 
et the unwilling Truth muſt be expreſs'd; 
rhich long has labour'd in this penſive Breaſt ; 
ing he added ro my Weight of Care : 
e made me to his Crimes undoubted Heir: 
Left his unfiniſh'd Murder to his Son, 
Wind Foab's Blood intail'd on Judah's Crown. 
J Young as I was, I haſted to fulfill 
he cruel Dictates of my Parent's Will, 
his fair Deeds a diſtant View I took; 
u turn'd the Tube upon his Faults to look; 
orgot his Youth, ſpent in his Country's Cauſe, 
Care of Right, his Rev'ꝰrence to the Laws: 
it could with Joy his Years of Folly trace, 
broken and old in Bathſheba's Embrace; 
Could follow him, where e' er he ſtray'd from good, : 


*”—" Y 


aud cite his ſad Example; whilſt I trod 

WJ aths open to Deceir, and rrack'd with Blood. 
Von docile to the ſecret Acts of ill, 

ich Smiles I could betray, with Temper kill : 
von in a Brother could a Rival view; 

Vatch all his Acts, and all his Ways purſue. 
WJ" vain for Life he to the Altar fled : 

nbition and Revenge have certain Speed. 
en chere, my Soul, ev'n there he ſhould have fell; 
ut that my Intereſt did my Rage conceal, 
Doubling my Crime, I promiſe, and deceive; 
/urpoſe to ſlay, whilſt ſwearing to forgive. 


Treas 


- 
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Treaties, Perſuaſions, Sighs, and Tears are vain : 
With a mean Lie curs'd Vengeance I fuftain ; | 
Joyn Fraud to Force, and Policy to Pow'r ; 
Jill of the deſtin'd Fugitive fecure, 
In ſolemn State to Parricidel rife; 
And, as Godlives, this Day my Brother dics. 
Be Witneſs to my Tears, Celeftial Muſe ! 
In vain I would forget, in vain excuſe, 
Fraternal Blood by my Direction ſpilt; 
In vain on Joab's Head transfer the Guilt: 
Ihe Deed was ated by the Subject's Hand; 
The Sword was pointed by the King's Command. 
Mine was the Murder: it was mine alone; 
Years of Contrition muſt the Crime attone : 
Nor can my guilty Soul expect Relief, 
But from a long ſincerity of Grief. 
With an imperfect Hand, and trembling Hcart, 
Her Love of Truth ſuperior to her Art, 
Already the Refſecting Muſe has trac'd 
The mournful Figures of my Action paſt. 
The penſive Goddeſs has already taught, 
How vain is Hope, and how vexatious Thought; 
From growing Childhood to declining Age, 
How tedious ev'ry Step, how gloomy ey'ry Stage. 
This Courſe of Vanity almoſt complear, 
Tir'd inthe Field of Life, I hope Retreat 
In the ſtill Shades of Death : for Drcad and Pain, 
And Grief will find their Shafts elanc'd in vain, 
And their Points broke, retorred from the Head, 
Satc in the Grave, and free among the Dead. 
Yertell me, 8 Reaſon ! what is Death? 
Blood only ſtopp'd, and interrupted Breath? 
The utmoſt Limit ofa narrow Span, 
And End of Motion, which with Life began? 
As Smoke that riſes from the kindling Fires 
Is ſeen this Moment, and the next expires : 
As empty Clouds by rifing Winds aretoſt, 
T heir fleeting Forms ſcarce ſooner found than loſt: 
So vaniſhes our State: fo paſs our Days: 
So Life but opens now, and now decays : 


POEMS on ſeveral Occaſions. 183 


ne Cradle and the Tomb, alas! ſo nigh; 

o live is ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from to dye. 
Cure of the Miſer's Wiſh, and Coward's Fear, 
beach only ſhews us, what we knew was near. 
With Courage therefore view the pointed Hour ; 
boread not Death's Anger; but expect his Pow'r ; 
Nor Nature's Law with fruitleſs Sorrow mourn; 

jut dye, O mortal Man! for thou waſt born. 
BJ Cautious thro' Doubt; by want of Courage, wiſe, 
ro ſuch Advice, the Rea&gners ſtill replies. 
vet meaſuring all the long continu'd Space, 
try ſucceſſive Day's repeated Race, 

ince Time firſt ſtarted from his priſtine Goal, 


nn ne had reach'd that Hour, wherein my Soul 


BJ oyn'd ro my Body ſwell'd the Womb; I was, 
At leaſt I think ſo) nothing: muſt I paſs 
ain to nothing, when this vital Breath 
YI Caſing, conſigns me o'er to Reſt, and Death? 
Muſt he whole Man, amazing Thought! return 
lo the cold Marble, or contracted Urn? 
And never ſhall choſe Particles agree, 
That were in Life this individual he ? 
hut ſever*d, muſt they join the general Maſs; : 


Thro* other Forms, and Shapes ordain'd to paſs ; 
Nor Thought nor Image kept of what he was? 

Does the great Word that gave him Senſe, ordain, 
that Life ſhall never wake that Senſe again? 
J And will no Pow'r his ſinking Spirits ſave 
from the dark Caves of Death, and Chambers of the 

Grave? 

Each Evening I behold the ſetting Sun 
With down-ward Speed into the Ocean run: 
ſet the ſame Light (paſs but ſome fleeting Hours) 
kerts his Vigour, and renews his Powers; 
WT carts the bright Race again: his conſtant Flame 
W Riſes and ſets, returning ſtill the ſame. 
mark the various Fury of the Winds: 

Theſe neither Seaſons guide, nor Order binds: 

They now dilate, and now contract their Force: 


Various their Speed, bur endleſs is their Courſe, 
From 


— 
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From his firſt Fountain and beginning Ouze, 
Down to the Sea each Brook, and Torrent flows: 
Tho? ſundry Drops or leave, or ſwell the Stream; 
The whole ſtill runs, with equal Pace, the ſame. 
Still other Waves ſupply the riſing Urns | 
And the eternal Flood no want of Water mourns, 
Why then muſt Man obey the ſad Decree, 
Which ſubje&s neither Sun, nor Wind, nor Sea ? 
A Flower, that does with opening Morn ariſe, 
And flouriſhing the Day, at Evening dyes ; 
A Winged Eaſtern Blaſt, juſt sximming o'er 
The Ocean's Brow, and ſinking on the Shore; 
A Fire, whoſe Flames thro' crackling Stubble fly; 
A Meteor ſhooting from the Summer Sky; 
A Bowl a-down the bending Mountain roll'd ; 
A Bubble breaking, and a Fable told; 
A Nood-nde — ny and a Mid night Dream; 
Are Emblems, which with Semblance apt proclaim 
Our Earthly Courſe : But, O my Soul! fo faſt 
Muſt Life run off; and Death for ever laſt > 
This dark Opinion, ſure, is too confin'd : 
Elſe whence this Hope, and Terror of the Mind? 
Does ſomething ſtill, and ſomewhere yet remain, 
Reward or Puniſhment, Delig ht or Pain? 
Say : ſhall oyr Relicks ſecond-Birth receive ? 
Sleep we to wake, and only dye to live? 
When the fad Wife has clos'd her Husband's Eyes, 
And picrc'd the Echoing Vault with doleful Cries; 
Lyes the pale Corps not yet entirely dead ? 
The Spirit only from the Body fled, 
The groſſer Part of Heat and Motion void, 
To be by Fire, or Worm, or Timedeſtroy'd ; 
The Soul, immortal Subſtance, to remain, 
Conſcious of Joy, and capable of Pain? 
And if her Acts have been directed well, 
W hile with her friendly Clay ſhe deign'd to dwell; 
Shall ſhe with Safery reach her priſtine Sear ? 
Find her Reſt endleſs, and her Bliſs compleat ? 
And while the buried Man we idly mourn ; 
Do Angel: joy to ſee his better half return? 


But 
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But if ſhe has deform'd this Earthly Life 

With murd*rous Rapine, and ſeditious Strife; 
Amaz'd, repuls'd, and by thoſe Angels driv'n 
From the Ætherial Seat, and bliſsful Heav'n, 


n everlaſting Darkneſs muſt ſhe lye, 


Still more unhappy, that ſhe cannot dye? 
Amid two Seas on one ſmall Point of Land 
Weary'd, uncertain, and amaz'd we ſtand : 
On either Side our Thoughts inceſſant turn: 
Forward we dread; and looking back we mourn. 
Loſing the preſent in this dubious haſt; 
And loſt our ſelves betwixt the future, and the paſt, 
Theſe cruel Doubts contending in my Breaſt, 


1 My Reaſon ſtagg' ring, and my Hopes oppreſs'd, 
once more I ſaid: once more J will enquire, ; 


What is this little, agile, pervious Fire, 
This flutt'ring Motion, which we call the Mind? 
How does ſhe act? and where is ſhe confin'd ? 
Have we the Pow'r to guide her, as we pleaſe ? 
Whence then thoſe Bvis , that obſtru& our Eaſe ?.. 
We Happineſs purſue; we fly from Pain; ; 
et the Purſuit, and yet the Flight is vain: 
And, while poor Nature labours to be bleſt, 
Ey Day with Pleaſure, and by Night with reſt; 
Some ſtronger Pow'r eludes our ſickly Will; 
Daſhes our riſing Hope with certain il 5 
And makes us with reflective Trouble ſee, 
That all is deſtin'd, which we fancy free. 

That Pow'r ſuperior then, which rules our Mind, 
Is his Decree by human Pray'r inclin'd. 
Will he for Sacrifice our Sorrows eaſe ? 
And can our Tears reverſe his firm Decrees ? 
Then let Religion aid, where Reaſon fails: 
Throw Loads of Incenſe in, to turn the Scales; 
And let the ſilent Sanctuary ſho w, 
What from the babling Scholes we may not know, 
How Man may ſhun, or bear his deſtin d Part of Woe. 

What ſhall amend, or what abſolve our Fate? 
Anxious we hover in a mediate State, 

| Be. 
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Betwixt infinity and nothing; Bounds, 
Or boundleſs Terms, whoſe doubtful Senſe confounds re Clc 


from N 


Unequal Thought; whilſt all we apprehend, bo 4 gracic 
Is, that our Hopes muſt riſe, our Sorrows end; Ny To! 
As our Creator deigns to be our Friend. Myope 
I ſaid and inſtant bad the Prieſts prepare and, f 
The ritual Sacrifice, and ſolemn Pray'r. Or, if 
Select from vulgar Herds, with Garlands gay, dome! 
A hundred Bulls aſcend the ſacred Way. permit 
The Artful Youth proceed to form the Choir; And ra 
They breath the Flute, or ſtrike the yocal Wire. 
The Maids in comely Order next advance; 
They beat the Timbrel, and inſtru the Dance. 
Follows the choſen Tribe from Levi ſprung, 
Chanriag by juſt Return the holy Song. 
Along the Choir in ſolemn State they paſt. 


E 
* 
Ys 
. 
* 
* 
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1 
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The anxious King came laſt. My 

The ſacred Hymn perform'd, my promis'd Vow Darke 

I paid; and bowing at the Altar low, To th 
Father of Heav'n! I faid, and Judge of Earth An a 
Whoſe Word call'd out this Univerſe to Birth; sudd 
By whoſe kind Po w'r and influencing Care The 
The various Creatures move, and live, and are; Unte 
But, cealing once that Care; withdrawn that Pow'r; Aml 
They move (alas!) and live, and areno more: Frot 
Omni: ſcient Maſter, Omni-preſent King, Doe 


To thee, to thee, my laſt Diſtreſs I bring. 
Thou, that can'ſt till the raging of the Seas, Cell 
Chain up the Winds, and bid the Tempeſt ceaſe ; 


Suc 
Redeem my ſhip-wreck*d Soul from raging Guſts Stri 
Of crucl Paſſion, and deccirful Luſts: Wi 


Let thy ſtrong Hand this little Veſſel guide 


From Storms of Rage, and dang'rous Rocks of _m An 
(It was thy Hand that made it) thro* the Tide 


n 

Impetuous of this Life: let thy Command - | 
Direct my Courſe, and bring me ſafe to Land. 
If, while this weary'd Fleſh draws flecting Breath, Er 
Not fatisfy'd with Life, afraid of Death, T] 
It hap'ly be thy Will, that I ſhould know SU 


Glimpſe of Delight, or Pauſe from anxious Woe ; 
From 


from Now, from inſtant Now, great Sire, diſpell 
re Clouds that preſs my Soul; from Now reveal 
A gracious Beamof Light; from Now inſpire 

My Tongue to fing, my Hand to touch the Lyre: 
My open d Thought to joyous Proſpects raiſe 3 
And, for thy Mercy, ler me fing thy Pratle. 

Or, if thy Will ordains, I ſtill ſhall wait 

dome New Here-after, and a future State; 
permit me Strength, my Weight of Woe to bear; 
And raiſe my Mind ſuperior to my Care. 

let me, howe'er unable to explain 

WJ The ſecrer Lab'rinths of thy Ways to Man, 

wich humble Zeal confeſs thy awful Pow'r 3 

Still weeping Hope, and wond'ring ſtill Adore. 
So in my Conqueſt be thy Might declar'd : 

And for thy Juſtice, be thy Namerever'd. 

My Pray'r ſcarce ended, a ſtupendous Gloom 
Darkens the Air; loud Thunder ſhakes the Dome: 
To the beginning Miracle ſucceed 
An awful Silence, and religious Dread. 

Sudden breaks forth a more than common Day: 

The ſacred Wood, which on the Altar lay, 

Untouch'd, unlighted glows 

Ambroſial Odor, ſuch as never flows 

From Arab's Gum, or the Sabæan Roſe, 

Does round the Air evolving Scents diffuſe : 

The holy Ground is wet with Heav'nly Dews: 

Celeſtial Muſic (ſuch Jeſſides' Lyre, 

Such Miriam's Timbrel would in vain require? 

Strikes to my Thought thro' my admiring Ear, 

With Ecſtaſy too fine, and Pleaſure hard to bear. 

And lo! what ſees my raviſh'd Eye? what feels 

My wond'ring Soul? an opening Cloud reveals 

An Heav'nly Form embody'd and array'd 

With Robes of Light. I heard: the Angel ſaid: 
Ceaſe, Man of Woman born, to hope Relicf 

From daily Trouble, and continu'd Grief. 

Thy Hope of joy deliver to the Wind: 

Suppreſs thy Paſſions ; and prepare thy Mind. 
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Free and Familiar with Misfortune grow: 

Be us'd to Sorrow, andinur'd to Woe. 

By weak ning Toil, and hoary Age o'ercome, 
Seethy Decreaſe; and haſten to thy Tomb. 
Leave to thy Children Tumult, Strife, and War, 
Portions of Toil, and Legacies of Care. 

Send the ſucceſſive Ills thro? Ages down; 

And let each weeping Father tell his Son, 

That deeper ſtruck, and more diſtinctly griev'd, 
He muſt augment the Sorrows he receiv 

The Child to whoſe Succeſs thy hope is bound, 
E'er thou art ſcarce interr*d, or he is crown'd; 
To Luſt of arbitrary Sway inclin'd, 

(Thar curſed Poyſon to the Prince's Mind !) 

Shall from thy Dictates and his Duty rove, 

And loſe his great Defence, his People's Love. 

III Counſell'd, Vanquiſh'd, Fugitive, Diſgrac'd, 

Shall mourn the Fame of Jacob's Strength ekfac d. 

Shall ſigh, the King diminiſh'd, and the Crown 

With leſſen' d Rays deſcending to his Son. 

Shall ſee the Wreaths, his Grandſire knew to reap 

By active Toil, and Military Sweat, 

Pining incline their fickly Leaves, and ſhed 

Their falling Honours from N na Head. 

By Arms, or Pray'r unable to aſl wage 

Domeſtic Horror, and inteſtine Rage, 

Shall from the Victor, and the Vanquiſh'd fear, 

From Iſrael's Arrow, and from Judah's Spear: 

Shall caſt his weary'd Limbs on Jordan's Flood, 

By 3 Arms diſturb'd, and ſtain'd w. th Kindred- 
Blood. 

Hence lab ring Years ſhall weep their deſtin d Race 
Charg'd with ill Omens; ſully d with Diſgrace. 
Time by Neceſſity compell'd, ſhall go 
Thro Scenes of War, and Epocha's of Woe. 

The Empire leſſen d ina parted Stream, 

Shall loſe it's Courſe ——— 

Indulge thy Tears: the Heathen ſhall blaſpheme; 
Judah hall fall, oppreſs d by Grief and Shame; 
And Men fhall from her Ruins know her Fame. 


New 
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New 4£z9pts yet, and ſecond Bonds remain, 
I harſher Pharaoh, and a heavier Chain. 
gain bbedient to a dire Command, 
I Thy Caprive Sons ſhall leave the promis'd Land. 
Their Name more low, their Servitude more vile, 
Shall, on Euphrates Bank, renew the Grief of Nile. 
S Theſe pointed Spires that wound the ambient Sky, 
Inglorious Change ! ſhallin Deſtruction lye 
Low, levell'd with the Duſt ; their Heights unknown, 
or meaſur d by their Ruin. Yonder Throne, 
J For laſting Glory built, defign'd the Seat 
Of Kings Dr ever bleſt, for ever great, 
J Remov d by the Invader's barb'rous Hand, 
J Shall grace his Triumph in a foreign Land. 
The Tyrant ſhall demand yon ſacred Load 
Of Gold and Veſſels ſer a- part to God, 
Then by vile Hands to common Uſe debas d; 
Shall ſend them flowing round his drunken Feaſt, 
With ſacrilegious Taunt, and impious Jeſt. 
Twice fourteen Ages ſhall their Way complete: 
Empires by various Turns ſhall riſe and ſer ; 
While thy abandon'd Tribes ſhall only know 
A diff rent Maſter, and a Change of Woe: 
With down-caſt Eye-lids, and with Looks a- ghaſt, 
Shall dread the future, or bewail the paſt. 
Afflicted 1/rael ſhall fir weeping down, 
Faſt by the Streams, where Babel's Waters run 
Their Harps upon the neighb'ring Willows hung, 
Nor joyous Hymn encouraging their | ongue, 
Nor chearful dance their Feet; with Toil oppreſs'd, 
Their weary'd Limbs aſpiring but to reſt. 
Inthe reflectin Stream the ſighing Bride, 
Viewing her 7, Seca impair d, abaſh'd ſhall hide 
Her penſive Head; and in her * r Face 
The Bridegroom fhall fore-ſee his ſickly Race: 
While pond'rous Fetters vex their cloſe Embrace. 
With irkſome Anguiſh then your Prieſts ſhall mourn 
Their long-negleCted Feaſts deſpair d Return, 
And ſad Oblivion of their ſolemn Days. 
Thenceforth their Voices they ſhall only raiſe, 
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Louder to weep. By Day your fr:ghted Seers is Go. 
Shall call for Fountains to expreſs their Tears; zorn to 
And wiſh their Eyes were Floods: by Night from Thy Su 
| Dreams what d 
Of opening Gulphs, black Storms, and raging Flames, Ind th: 
Starting amaz'd, ſhall to the People ſhow W Yett 
Emblems of Hcav'nly Wrath, and myſtic Types of Woe, Loſt to 
Ihe Captives, as their Tyrant ſhall require, demar 
That they ſhould breath the Song, and touch the Lyre, from! 
Shall ſay: can Jacob's ſervile Race rejoice, © The Le 
Untun'd the Muſic, and diſus'd the Voice? = Shall fi 
W hat can we play ? (They ſhall diſcourſe) how ſing . don ſh: 
In foreign Lands, and to a barb*rous King ? | And in 
We and our Fathers from our Childhood bred * Again 
To watch the cruel Victor's Eye, to dread And w 
The arbitrary Laſh, to bend, to grieve he pi 
(Out- caſt of Mortal Race!) can we conceive | (Cover 
Image of ough: delightful, ſoft, or Say ? And fi 
Alas! when we have toyl'd the longſome Day ; = Greate 
The fulleſt Bliſs our Hearts aſpire to know, n Dig 
Is but ſome Interval from active Woe ; | 8 To ſuc 
In broken Reſt, and ſtartling Sleep to mourn ; aſſio 
Till Morn, the Tyrant, and the Scourge return. Throꝰ 


Our endleſs Anguiſh does not Nature claim? 
Reaſon, and Sorrow are to us the ſame. 


Bred up in Grief, can Pleaſure be our Theme ? : berpe 
Alas! with wild Amazement we require, 


If idle Folly was not Pleaſure's Sire: 0 fo 
Madneſs, we fancy, gave an ill-tim'd Birth berfo 
To grinning Laughter, and to frantick Mirth. I Graci 

1 his is the Series of perpetual Woe, © Diffu: 
Which thou, alas! and thine are born to know. IrThys 
Illuſtrious wretch, repine not, nor reply: oma 
View not, what Heaven ordains, with Reaſon's Eye; Be hu 
Too bright the Object is: the Diſtance is too high. wich 
The Man who would reſolve the Work of Fate, Whil 
May limit Number, and make crooked ſtrait: By v⸗ 
Stop thy Enquiry then; and curb thy Senſe ; Or te 
Nor let Duſt argue with Omnipotence. Heay 


Is 
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is God who muſt diſpoſe, and Man ſuſtain, 
Zorn to endure, forbidden to complain. 


y hat derogates from his Command, is III; 
Ind that alone is good, which centers in his Will. 
Let that thy Lab ring Senſes may not droop, 
Lloſt ro Delight, and deſtitute of Hope ! 

Remark what I, God's Meflenger, aver 

from him, who neither can deceive, nor err. 
he Land at length redeem'd, ſhall ceaſe to mourn 
© Shall from her ſad Captivity return. 

. Sion ſhall raiſe her Jong-dejected Head; 

a : And in her Courts the Law again be read. 

Again the glorious Temple ſhall ariſe, 
And with new Luſtre pierce the neighb'ring Skies. 
he promis'd Seat of Empire ſhall again 
Cover the Mountain, and command the Plain, 
And from thy Race diſtinguiſh'd, One ſhall ſpring, 
© Greater in Act than Victor, more than King 
nn Dignity and Pow'r ; ſent down from Heav'n, 
Jo ſuccour Earth. To Him, to Him tis giv'n, 
Paſſion, and Care, and Anguiſh to deſtroy. 
hro' Him ſoft Peace, and plenitude of Joy 
Perpetual o'er the World redeem'd ſhall flow. 
No more may Man inquire, nor Angel know. 
Now, Solomon, rememb'ring who thou art, 
Act thro” thy remnant Life the decent Part. 

o forth: be ſtrong: With Patience, and with Care 
berform, and ſuffer: to thy Self ſevere, 

J Gracious to others; thy Deſires ſuppreſs d, 
2 Diffus'd thy Virtues; firſt of Men, be beſt. 
ray Sum of Duty let two Words contain; 
o may they graven in thy Heart remain! 
ze humble, and be juſt. The Angel ſaid: 
Wich upward Speed his agile Wings he ſpread; 
WV hilſt on the holy Ground I proſtrate lay, 
By various Doubts impell'd, or to obey, 
Or to object: at length (my mournful Look 
Heav'n-· ward erect) determin'd, thus I ſpoke : 


* 
* 


Su- 


my Sum of Life muſt his Decrees fulfill: : 
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* r Allwiſe, Eternal Potentate 
Sole Author, ſole Diſpoſer of our Fate! 
Enthron'd in Light, and Immortality, 
Whom no Man fully ſees, and none can ſee ! 
Original of Beings! Pow'r Divine! 

Since that live, and that I think, is thine 
Benign Creator, let thy plaſtic Hand 
Diſpoſe it's own Effect. Let thy Command 
Reſtore, Great Father, thy Inſtructed Son; 
And in my Act may Thy great Will be done. 
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S TANZ As upon his DEATH. 
By a FELLOW-COLLEGIAN; 


Vain Monuments may guild precarious Fame, 
A PRIOR bears a Statue in his Name. 
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To the Right Honourable the 


ounteſs Dowager of DEVONSHIRE, 


ON A 


Piece of WissiNn's; 


Whereon were all her GRANDSONS painted. 


— 


By Mr. P RIO R. 


ISSIN and Nature held along conteſt, 
If ſhe Created, or he Painted beſt 3 
With pleaſing thought the wond'rous 
| combat grew, 
Whe ſtill form'd Fairer, he ſtill Liter drew. 
Win theſe ſeven brethren, they contended laſt, 
With art increas'd their utmoſt skill they try'd, 
ind both well pleas'd, they had themſelves, ſurpaſs'd, 
The goddeſs Triumph'd, and the painter dy d. 
That both, their skill ro this vaſt height did raiſe, 
e ours the wonder, and be yours the praiſe : 
for here as in ſome glaſs is well deſcry'd, 
only your ſelf thus often multiply'd. 


when heav*n had you and gracious Anna | made, 
What more exalted beauty could it add? 
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Having no nobler images in ſtore, 

It but kept up to theſe, nor could do more 
Than copy well, what it well fram'd before. 
If in dear Burleigh's generous face we ſee 
Obliging truth, and handſome honeſty 3 
With all that world of charms, which ſoon will moye 
Reverence in men, and in the fair-one's love: 

His every grace, his fair deſcent aflures, 

He has his mother's beauty, ſhe has yours, 

It ever Cecil's face had every charm 

That thought can fancy, or that heaven can form; 
Their beauties all become your beauty's due, 
They are all fair, becauſe they're all like you: 

If every Ca'ndiſh great and charming look, 

From you that air, from you the charms they took. 
In their each limb your image is expreſt, 

But on their brow firm courage ſtands confeſt ; 
There, their great father by a ſtrong increaſe, 
Adds ſtrength to beauty, and compleats the piece. 
Thus ſtill your beauty in your ſons we view, 
Wiſſin ſeven- times one great perfection drew, 

W hoever ſate, the picture ſtill is you. 

So when the parent ſun with genial beams, 

Has animated many goodly gems; 

He ſees himſelf improv'd, while every ſtone, 

With a reſembling light, reflects a ſun. 

So when great Rhea many births had given, 

Such as might govern carth, and people heaven ; 
Her glory grew diffus'd, and fuller known, 

She law the deity in every ſon: 

And to what god ſo'er men altars rais'd, 
Honouring the offspring, they the mother prais'd. 
In ſhort-liv'd charms let others place their joys 

W hich ſickneſs blaſts, and certain age deſtroys: 
Your ſtronger beauty, time can ne'er deface, 

T'1s ſtill rene w'd, and ſtamp'd in all your race. 
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Ah! Wiſſin, had thy art been ſo refin'd, 
As wich their beauty to have drawn their mind, 


Thr Q 
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ro* circling years thy labours would ſurvive, 
Wind living rules to faireſt virtue = 
ro men unborn, and ages yet to live; 

Frwould ſtill be wonderful, and ſtill be new, 

Igainſt what time, or ſpight, or fate could do, 

Till thine confus'd with nature's pieces lie, 

und Cavendiſh's name, and Cecil's honour die. 


The Female PH A ET ON. 


5 . 
Hus Kitty, * beautiful and young, 
4 T And wild as colt untam'd ; 
JJ Bcſpoke the fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
Wich little rage 888 
: II. 
nflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd 3 
And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
= Whilſt wit and beauty reign'd. 
III. 
Shall I thumb holy books; confin'd 
With Abigails forſaken ? 
Kitty's for other things defign'd, 
Or Iam much miſtaken. 
| IV. 
Muſt lady Jenny frisk about, 
And viſit with her cozens ? 
Ar balls muſt She make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 


Whar has ſhe berrer, pray, than I ? 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 


— 
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* Lady KATHERINE HYDE: to whom, this, and the 


— 


Harcourt, Eſq; | 
That 


following copy was ſent, by the late honourable Simon 
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That all mankind for her ſhould die, ; 5 
Whilſt I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 1 Apel 
VI. | | 
Dear Mamma, for once let me, | * 5 
Unchain'd, my fortune ry; | 4 
I'll have my Earl, as well as ſhe, Like tl 
Or know the reaſon Why. bal Big 
VII. - | 
I'll ſoon with 7enzy's pride quit ſcore, | Py 


Make all her lovers fall; | 
They'll grieve I was nor loos'd before, 
She, I was loos'd at all. 
VIII. 
Fondneſs prevail'd, Mamma gave way; 
Kitty at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


Toe Judgment of V ENUs, 


I. 
Hen Xzeller's works of various grace, 
W Were to fair Venus ſhown, 
The goddels ſpy'd in every face 
Some features of her own. 
II. 
Juſt ſo, (and pointing with her hand) * 
So ſhone, ſays ſhe, my eyes, 
When from two goddeſſes I gain'd 
An apple for a prize. 
SS | | 4 
When in the glaſs and river too, 
My face lately view'd, | 
Such was I, if the glaſs be true, 
If true the chryſtal flood. 


— 1 
- * - a — * « 


* To he picture of Lady Ranclaugh. 


In 
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IV. 
in 2 of this glorious kind F 
Aßelles painted me; 
air thus flowing with the wind, 
ws from my native ſea, 


Wlike this, diſorder'd, wild , forlorn, 4 
Big wich ten thouſand fears, 
W Thee, my Adonis, did I mourn, 
= Ev'n beautiful in tears. 
VI. 
But viewing Myra plac'd apart, 
I fear, ſays ſhe, I fear 
Apelles, that Sir Godfrey's art 
Has far ſurpaſs'd thine here. 
VII. 
Or I, a goddeſs of the skies, 
By Myra am outdone, 
And muſt reſign to her the prize, 
Theapple, which I won. 
VIII. 
But ſoon as ſhe had Myra ſeen 
Majeſtically fair, 
The ſparkling eye, the look * 
The gay and eaſy air. 
IX. 
With fiery emulation fill'd, 
The wond'ring goddeſs cry'd, 
Apelles, muſt ro Keller yield, 
Or Venus, mult to Hyde. 


Picture of the Lady Salisbury. | 
{| Lady jane Douglas, Siſter to be Duke of Douglas. 
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To . 
STANZ As on the Death 
A to 
of Mr. PRIOR. 2] 
iK 
I. 1 
At. Prior ? and we muſt ſubmit ! 
M Is at his journey's end : Clo 
In whom the world has loſt a Mit; j 
And I, what's more, a Friend. * 
II. 
Who vainly hopes long here to ſtay, 
May fee with weeping eycs; N. 
Not only Nature poſts away, ; 
But e' en Good- Nature dies Sit 
III. 
Shou'd grave ones count theſe praiſes li glit, 
To ſuch it may be ſaid ; | = 4 
A Man, in this lamented Height, . 
Of Buſineſs too is dead. 8 
IV 


From anceſtors, as might a fool! 
He trac'd no Hizh-fetch'd Stem; 
But gloriouſly revers'd the rule, 
By dignifying them. 
V. 


Ol gentle Cambridge! ſadly ſay, 
Why fates are ſo unkind ? 
| To ſnatch thy giant-fons away, 


Whilſt pygmics ſtay behind. 
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Horace and He were call'd in haſte, 

From this vile earth to heaven; 

The cruel year nod fully paſs d, 
Etatis, fifty ſeven. 


do, on che tops of Lebanon, 
Tall cedars felt rhe ſ word; 
To grace, by cate of Solomons 
The temple „ 
VIII. | 3 
A tomb, amidſt the learned, may . 
The Weltern- Abbey give! 
Like theirs, his aſhes muſt decay; 
Like theirs, his fame ſhall live. 


No epitaph, of redious length 1 
Show d over - charge the ſtone 3 
Since lofty ſt verſe wou'd loſe it's {trengih- 


in mentioning his own. 


At once! and not verboſely tame, 
Some brave Laconic-· pen 

Shou d ſmartly touch his ample name 5 
In form of on 


JJ I} 
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To his Miſtreſs. 


I. 
Hilſt I am ſcorch'd with hot deſire, 
In vain, cold friendſhip you return; 
Your drops of pity on my fire, | 
Alas! but make it fiercer burn. 
IT. 
Ah l wou'd you have the flame ſuppreſt 
That kills the heart it heals roo faſt, 
Take half my paſſion to your breaſt, 
The reſt in mine ſhall ever laſt, 


A — 


1 


n 


42 OD E, 


In imitation of the Second Ode of the third 
book of HO RACE. 


Written in the Year 1692. 


Ow long, deluded Albion, wilt thou lie (a) 
H In the lethargic ſleep, the ſad repoſe, 
By which thy cloſe thy conſtant enemy, (c 
Has ſoftly lulPd thee to thy woes 


(a) Anguſtam, amici, pauperiem pati 
Robuſius acri militia puer 
Condiſcat, & Parthos ſeroces 
Vexet eques metuendus haſta, 


or 


Or wake degenerate iſle, or ceaſe to own 
What thy old kings in Gallick camps have done 


The ſpoils they brought thee back,the crowns they won 


William (fo fate requires) again is arm'd ; 
Thy father to the field is gone: 
Again Maria weeps her abſent lord; 
For thy repoſe content to rule alone. 
Are thy enervate ſons not yet alarm'd ? 
When William fights dare they look tamely on, 
So ſlow to get their ancient fame reſtor'd, 
As not to melt at beauties tears, nor follow valour's 
II. [ ſword ? 
See the repenting iſle awakes, 
Her vicious chains the generous goddeſs breaks: 
The fogs around her temples are diſpell'd; 
Abroad ſhe looks, and ſces arm'd Belgia ſtand 
Prepar'd to meet their common lords command; 
Her lions roaring by her ſide, her arrows in her hand; 
And bluſhing to have been ſo long with-held, 
Weeps off her crime, and haſtens to the field: 
(%) Henceforth her youth ſhall be inur'd to bear 
Hazardous toil and active war: 
To march beneath the dog-ſtar's raging heat, 
Patient of ſummer's drought, and martial ſweat 3 
And only grieve in winter's camps to find, 
Ir's days too ſhort for labours they deſign'd: 
All night beneath hard heavy arms to watch; 
All day to mount the trench, to ſtorm the breach 
And all the rugged paths to tread, 
Where William and his virtue lead. 
III. 
(c) Silence is the ſoul of war, 
Delib'rate counſel muſt prepare 


—— * 


2 
_— 


(6). Vitamque ſub dio & trepidis agat 
In rebus. ON 


ic) Eft & fideli tuta ſilentio 
Azerces, Oc. | 


The 
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The mighty work which valour muſt compleat : 
Thus William reſcu'd, thus preſerves the ſtate 
Thus teaches us to think and dare ; 
As whilſt his cannon thus prepar'd to breath 
Avenging anger and ſwift death, 
In the try'd metal the cloſe dangers glow, 
And now too late the dying foe 
Perceives the flame, yet cannot ward the blow, 
So whilſt in William's breaſt ripe counſels lie, 
Secret and ſure as brooding fatc, 
No more of his deſign appears 
Than what awakens Gallia's fears; 
And (tho' guilt's eye can ſharply penetrate) 
Diſtracted Lew:s can deſcry, | 
Only a long unmeaſur'd ruin nigh. 
IV. 
On Norman coaſts and banks of frighted Seine, 
Lo! the impending ſtorins begin: 
Britannia ſafely thro* her maſter's [ca 
Plows up her victorious way. 
The French Salmoneus throws his bolts in vain, 
Whilſt the true thunderer aſſerts the main: 
ITis done l to ſhelves and rocks his flects retire, 
Swift victory in vengeful flames | 
Burns down the pride of their preſumptuous names. NN 
They run to ſhipwreck to avoid our fire, 
And the torn veſlels that regain their coaſt 
Are but ſad marks to ſhew the reſt are loſt : 
All this the mild, the beautcous queen has done, E 
And William's ſofter half ſhakes Lewis throne. 
Maria does the ſea command, 
W hilſt Gallia flies her husband's arms by land, 
So, the ſun abſent, with full ſway the moon 
Governs the iſles, and rules the waves alone ; 
So Juno thunders when her Jove is gone. 
16 Britannia ! looſe thy ocean's chains, 
Whilſt Rel ſtrikes the blow thy queen ordains : 
Thus reſcu'd, thus rever'd, for ever ſtand, 
And bleſs the counſel, and reward the hand, 
Jo Britannia ! thy Maria reigns, 


(4) From 
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Wa 7 
J (4) From Mary's conqueſts, and the reſcu'd main, 
Let France look forth to Sambre's armed ſhore, 
And boaſt her joy for William's death no more. 
He lives; let France confeſs, the victor lives: | 
Her triumphs for his death were vain, j 
And ſpoke her terror of his life too plain. 
The mighty years begin, the day draws nigh, 
In which That One of Lewis many wives, 
Who by the baleful force of guilty charms, | 
Has long enthrall'd him in her wither'd arms, þ 
Shall o'er the plains from diſtant row*rs on high | 
Caſt around her mournful eye, 

And with prophetick ſorrow cry: | 
Why does my ruin'd lord retard his flight > 1 
Why does deſpair provoke his age to fight ? Wit! 
As well the wolf may venture to engage Wil 
The angry lion's gen'rous rage 
The rav*nous vultur, and the bird of night, 
As ſafely tempt the ſtooping eagle's flight, 
As Lewis to unequal arms defy 
Yor” hero, crown'd with blooming victory, 
Juſt triumphing o'er rebel rage reſtrain'd, 

And yet unbreath'd from battles gain'd. # 
See! all yon” duſty fields quite cover'd o're 10 
Wich hoſtile troops, and Orange at their head, | 

Orange deſtin'd ro compleat 

The great deſigns of lab'ring fate, 

Orange, the name that tyrants dread : ö 
He comes, our ruin'd empire is no more: 
Down, like the Perſiun, goes the Gallick throne, 
Darius flies, young Ammon urges on. 


6 —— 


(d) Mlum ex mænibus hoſticis 
Matrona bellantis tyranni | 
Proſpiciens, & adulta virgo 

Suſpiret, eheu ! ne rudis agminum 
Sponſus laceſſat regiusaſperum 
Jactu leonem quem cruenta 

Per medias rapit ira cades. 


o 


300 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions 


VI. 
Now from the dubious battle's mingl'd heat, 
Let fear look back, and ſtretch her haſty wing, (e) You 
Imparient to ſecure a baſe retreat : | 
Let the pale coward leave his wounded king, N 
For the vile privilege to breath, J 
To live with ſhame in dread of glorious death. Ag; 
In vain : for fate has ſwifter wings than fear, ( 
She follows hard, and ſtrikes him in the rear, 7 
Dying and mad the traytor bites the ground, | : 
His back transſix'd with a diſhoneſt wound 3 | Fal 
Whilit thro” the fierceſt troops, and thickeſt preſs, An 
Virtue carries on ſucceſs ; 

Whilſt equal heav*n guards the diſtinguiſht brave, On 
And armies cannot hurt, whom angels ſave. — 7] 
VIL. | 
Virtue to verſe immortal luſtre gives, ( Sh: 
Each by the other's mutual friendſhip lives: Ir 
Eneas ſuffer'd, and Achilles fought, N. 
The hero's Acts enlarg'd the poet's thought: Sh 
Or Virgil's majeſty, and Homer's rage, O 
Had neꝰer like laſting nature vanquilh'd age: W 
Whilſt Lewis then his riſing terror drowns 1. 
With drum's alarms, and trumpet's ſounds, W 

Whilſt hid in arm'd retreats and guarded towns, 
From danger as from honour far, = 
He bribes cloſe murder againſt open war: A 
In vain you Gallic muſcs ſtrive W 
With labour' d verſe to keep his fame alive; * 
| 
5 HOST * N 
(e) Dulce & decorum eſt pro patria mori, A 

Mors & fugacem proſequitur virum 

Nec parcit imbellis juventæ B 


Poplitibus timidoque tergo. 


(f) Virtus repulſæ neſcia ſordide 
Intaminatis fulget honoribus 
Nec ponit aut ſumit ſecures 


Arbitrio popalaris aura. 
Your 
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Your mould'ring monuments in vain ye raiſe 

On the weak baſis of the tyrant's praiſe: 

Your ſongs are ſold, your numbers are prophane, 
Tis incenſe to an idol giv'n, 
Meat offer'd to Prometheus man, 
That had no ſoul from heav*n. 

Againſt his will you chain your frighted king 
On rapid Rhzne's divided bed; | 
And mock your hero, whilſt ye ſing | 

| 


” 
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The wounds for which he never bled ; 
Falſhood does poyſon on your praiſe diffuſe, 
And Lewis fear gives death to Boileau's muſe. 

VIII. 
On it's own worth true majeſty is rear'd, 
And virtue is her own reward, 
With ſolid beams and native glory bright, | hk 
She neither darkneſs dreads, nor covets light, fe 
True to her (elf, and fix'd to inborn laws, N 
Nor ſunk by ſpite, nor lifted by applauſe, ſ 
She from her ſettl'd orb, looks calmly down, ] 
On life or death, a priſon or a crown. 
When bound in double chains poor Belgia lay, 
To foreign arms, and inward ſtrife a prey, 
Whilſt, One Good Man buoy'd up her ſinking ſtate, 

And virtue labour'd againſt fate; 

When fortune baſcly with ambition join'd, | 
And all was conquer'd but the Patriot's mind; 14 
When ſtorms let looſe, and raging ſeas 
Tuſt ready the torn veſſel to e erwhelm, i 
Forc'd not the faithful pilot from his helm; 
Nor all the Syren ſongs of future peace, | 
And dazling proſpect of a promis'd crown, | 

Cou'd lure his ſtubborn virtue down; 
But againſt charms, and threats, and hell, he ſtood 

To that which was ſeverely good ; 

Then, had no trophies juſtify'd his fame, 

No poet bleſs'd his ſong with Naſſau's name, 
Virtue alone did all that honour bring, 

And heav'n as plainly pointed out the Xing, 
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As when he at the altar ſtood, 
In all his types and robes of pow'r, 
Whilſt at his feet religious Britain bow'd, 
And own'd him next to vw we there adore: 
IX. 
Say, joyful Maexe and Boyne's victorious flood, 
(For each has mixt his waves with royal blood) 
When William's armies paſt, did he retire, 
Or view from far the battles diſtant fire ? 
Could he believe his perſon was too dear ? 
Or uſe his greatneſs to conceal his fear? 
Could pray'rs and ſighs the dauntleſs hero move? 
Arm'd with heav'ns juſtice and his people's love, 
Ihro' the firſt waves he wing d his vent'rous way, 
And on the adverſe ſhore aroſe, 
(Ten thouſand flying deaths in vain oppoſe) 
Like the great ruler of the day, 
With ſtrength and ſwiftneſs mounting from the ſea 
Like him, all day he toil'd ; but long in night 
The god has eas'd his weary'd light, 
E're vengeance left the ſtubborn foes, 
Or William's labours found repoſe, 
When his troops falter'd, ſtept not he between 
Reſtor'd the dubious fight again, 
Mark'd out the coward that durſt fly, 
And led the fainting brave to victory? 
Still as ſhe fled him, did he not o'ertake 
Her doubtful courſe, ſtill brought her bleeding back 
By his keen ſword did not the boldeſt fall? 
Was he not king, commander, ſoldier, all---? 
His dangers ſuch, as, with becoming dread, 
His ſubjects yet unborn ſhall weep to read, 
And were not thoſe the only, days that c'er 
The pious prince refus'd to hear 
His friends advices, or his ſubjects pray'r. 
X 


Where; e' er old Rhine his fruitful water turns, 
Or fills his vaſſal's tributary urns; 

To Belgia's ſav'd dominions, and the ſea, 
Whoſe righted waves rejoice in William's ſway, 
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Is there a town where children are not taught, 
Here Holland proſper'd, for here Orange fought, 
„ Thro' rapid waters, and thro” flying fire: 
Here ruſh'd the prince, here made whole France re- 
By diff rent nations be this valour bleſt, tire. 
In diffrent languages confeſt, 
And then let Shannon ſpeak the reſt : 
Let Shannon ſpeak, how on her wond'ring ſhore, 
When conqueſt hov'ring on his arms did wait, 
And only ask'd ſome lives to bribe her o'er. 
The god-like man, the more than conqueror, 
With high contempt ſent back the ſpecious bait, 
And ſcorning glory art a price too great, 
With ſo much pow'r ſuch piety did joyn, 
As made a perfect virtue ſoar 
A pitch unknown to man before, 
And lifted Shannon's waves o'er thoſe of Boyne. 
Xl. 
Nor do his ſubje&s only ſhare 
The proſp*rous fruits of his indulgent reign ; 
His enemies approve the pious war, 
Which, with their weapon, takes away their chain 
More than his ſword, his goodnels ſtrikes his foes, 
They bleſs his arms, and ſigh they muſt oppoſe. 
Juſtice and freedom on his conqueſts wair, 
And ' tis for man's delight that he is great: 
Succeeding times ſhall with long joy contend, 
If he were more a victor or a friend: 
So much his courage and his mercy ſtrive; 
He wounds to cure ; and conquers, to forgive.. 
XII. 
Ye heroes, that have fought your country's cauſe, 
Redreſs'd her injuries, or form'd her laws, 
To my advent'rous ſong juſt witneſs bear, 
Aſſiſt the pious muſe, and hear her ſwear, 
Thar : tis no poet's thought, no flight of youth, 
Bur ſolid ſtory, and ſevereſt truth, 
That William treaſures up a greater name, 
Than any country, any Pe can boaſt : 
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As when he at the altar ſtood, 

In all his types and robes of pow'r, 
Whilſt at his feet religious Britain bow'd, 
And own'd him next to vu we there adore: 

IX. 

Say, joyful Maexe and Boyne's victorious flood, 
(For each has mixt his waves with royal blood) 
When William's armies paſt, did he retire, L 
Or view from far the battles diſtant fire? 5 
Could he believe his perſon was too dear ? 


Or uſe his greatneſs to conceal his fear ? 1 
Could pray'rs and ſighs the dauntleſs hero move? W 
Arm'd with heay*ns juſtice and his people's love, A 
Thro” the firſt waves he wing'd his vent'rous way, he 
And on the adverſe ſhore aroſe, Es WH 
(Ten thouſand flying deaths in vain oppoſe ) 5 
Like the great ruler of the day, A 
With ſtrength and ſwiftneſs mounting from the ſea : ; 
Like him, all day he toil'd ; but long in night þ 
The god has cas'd his weary'd light, = 
E're vengeance left the ſtubborn foes, * 
Or William's labours found repoſe, v 
When his troops falter d, ſtept not he between \ 
Reſtor d the dubious fight again, 3 
Mark'd out the coward that durſt fly, 
And led the fainting brave to victory? ] 
Still as ſhe fled him, did he not o'ertake & 
Her doubtful courſe, ſtill brought her bleeding back l 
By his keen ſword did not the boldeſt fall? 8 
Was he not king, commander, ſoldier, all---? E 


His dangers ſuch, as, with becoming dread, 
His ſubjects yet unborn ſhall weep to read, 
And werenot thoſe the only, days that cer 
The pious prince refus'd to hear 
His friends advices, or his ſubjects pray'r. 
X 
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Where-e'er old Rhine his fruitful water turns, 
Or fills his vaſſal's tributary urns ; 

To Belgia's ſav'd dominions, and the ſea, , 
Whoſe righted waves rejoice in William's ſway, 


Is 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


303 
Is there a town where children are not taught, 
© Here Holland proſper'd, for here Orange fought, 
© Thro' rapid waters, and thro' flying fire: 
« Here ruſh'd the prince, here made whole France re- 
By diff rent nations be this valour bleſt, tire. 
In diffrent languages confeſt, 
And then let Shannon ſpeak the reſt : 
Let Shannon ſpeak, how on her wond'ring ſhore, 
When conqueſt hov'ring on his arms did wait, 
And only ask'd ſome lives to bribe her o'er. 
The god-like man, the more than conqueror, 
With high contempt ſent back the ſpecious bait, 
And ſcorning glory at a price too great, 
With ſo much powꝰ'r ſuch piety did joyn, 
As made a perfect virtue ſoar 
A pitch unknown to man before, 
And lifted Shannon's waves o'er thoſe of Boyne, 
XI. 
Nor do his ſubjects only ſhare 

The proſp*rous fruits of his indulgent reign; 
His enemies approve the pious war, | 
Which, with their weapon, takes away their chain. 
More than his ſword, his goodneſs ſtrikes his foes, 
They bleſs his arms, and ſigh they muſt oppoſe. 
Juſtice and freedom on his conqueſts wair, 
And tis for man's delight that he is great: 
Succeeding times ſhall with long joy contcnd, 
If he were more a victor or a friend: 
So much his courage and his mercy ſtrive 3 
He wounds to cure; and conquers, to forgive. 

XII. | 
Ye heroes, that have fought your country's cauſe, 
Redreſs'd her injuries, or form'd her laws, 
To my advent'rous ſong juſt witneſs bear, 
Aſſiſt the pious muſe, and hear her ſwear, 
Thar tis no poet's thought, no flight of youth, 
Bur ſolid ſtory, and ſevereſt truth, 
That William treaſures up a greater name, 
Than any country, any * can boaſt: 


() And 


I 
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(s) And all that ancient ſtock of fame 
He did from his fore-father's take, 
He has improy'd, and gives with int'reſt back; 
And in his conſtcllation does unite 
Their ſcatter'd rays of fainter light: 
Above or envy's laſh, or tortune's wheel, 
Thar ſettl'd glory ſhall for ever dwell ; 
Above the rolling orbs and common sky, 
Where nothing comes that c're (hall die. 


XIII. 


Where roves the muſe ? where, thoughtleſs to return, 


Is her ſhort-liv'd veſſel born? 
By potent winds too ſubject to be roſt ? 
And in the ſea of William's praiſes loſt ? 
Nor let her tempt that deep, nor make the (ſhore, 
Where our abandon'd youth ſhe ſecs, 
Shipwreck'd in luxury, and loſt in eaſe; 
Whom not Þritanna's danger can alarm, 
Nor William's exemplary virtue warm : 
Tell '*em howe're, the king can yet forgive, 
Their guilty ſloth, their homage yer receive, 
And let their wounded honour live: 
But ſure and ſudden be their juſt remorſe; 
Swift be their virtue's riſe, and ſtrong it's courſe ; 
(%) For tho? for certain years, and deſtin'd times, 
Merit has lain confus'd with crimes ; 
Tho? Jove ſeem'd negligent of human cares, 
Nor ſcourg'd our follies, nor return'd our pray'rs, 
His juſtice now demands the equal ſcales, 
Sedition is ſuppreſs'd, and truth prevails : 
Fate its great ends by ſlow degrees attains, 
And Europe is redeem'd, and Milliam reigns, 


— 


1 


(g) Virtus recludens immeritis mori, 
Calum, negata :entat iter via 
Catuſque vulgares & udam, 

Spernit humum fugiente penna, 

9 Lege dieſpiter 

Neglectus inceſto addidit integrum. 
Raro antecedentem ſceleſtum 
Deſeruit pede pœ na claudo. A 


— 
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5 Hen crowding folks, with ſtrange ill faces, 
1 * Were making legs, and begging places, 
And ſome with patents, ſome with merit, 
Tir'd out my good lord Dorſet's ſpirit: 
Sneaking, I ſtood, among the crew, 
Deſiring much to ſpeak with you. 

I waited while the clock ſtruck thrice, 
And footman brought out fifty lies; 

Till patience vext,and legs grown weary, 
I thought it was in vain to tarry : 

Or did opine it might be better, 

By penny · poſt to ſend a letter. 

Now, if you miſs of this epiſtle, 

I'm balk'd again, and may go whiſtle. 

My buſineſs, fir, you'll quickly gueſs, 

Is to deſire ſome little place, 

And fair pretenſions I have for't, 

Much need, and very ſmall deſerr. 

When eber I writto you, I wanted; 

E always begg'd, you always granted, 
Now, as you took me up when little, 
Gave me my learning, and my vittle : 
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Askt for me, from my lord, things fitting 
Kind as I'd been your own begetting; 
Confirm what formerly yqu've given, 
Nor leave me me now at fix and ſevens, 
As Sunderland has left Mun. Stephens. 

No family that takes a whelp, _ _ 

When firſt he laps and ſcarce can yelp, 
Neglects or turns him out of gate, 

When he's grown upto dog's eſtate 3 

No pariſh if they once adopt 
The ſpurious btats that ſtrowlers dropt, 
Leave'em when grown up luſty fellows, 
To the wide world, that is, the gallows : 
No thank em for their love, that's worſe, 
Than if they'd throttl'd 'em at nurſe, 

My uncle, reſt his ſoul, when living, 
Might have contriv'd me ways of thriving; 
Taught me with cyder to repleniſh 
My vaults or ebbing ride of rheniſh. 

So when for hock I drew prickt white- wine: 


Swear't had theflavour, and was right wine : 


Or ſent me with ten pounds to Furni- 
Vall's inn, to ſome good rogue-attorney 3 
Where now by forging deeds and cheating, 
I'd found ſome handfome ways of getting. 
All this you made me quit to follow 

Thar ſneaking whey-fac'd god Apollo. 
Sent me among a fidling cre x 

Of folks, Lad never ſeen nor knew, 
Calliope, and god knows who. 

To add no more invectives to it, | 

You ſpoil d the youth to make a poet. 

In common juſtice, fir, there's no man 


That makes the whore but keeps the woman. 


Among all honeſt chriſtian people 
Whoc'er breaks limbs, maintains the cripple. 


The ſum of all I have to fay, 
1s, that you'd put mein ſome way, 


And your- petitioner [hall pray. 


Ther C's 
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There's one thing more I had almoſt ſlipt, 
But they may do as well in poſt-ſcript ; 
My friend Charles Montague s preferr'd, 
Nor would I have it long obſerv'd, 
That one Mouſe cats while t'other's ſtarv'd. 


A 


. 
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Ince the united cunning of the ſtage 1030: 
8 Has balk'd the hireling drudges of the age: 
Since Betterton of late ſo thrifty's. groẽo nn 
Revives old plays, or apa acts his .]: 
Thumb'd Rider with a catalogue of rhimes, 
Makes the compleateſt poet of our times | 
Thoſe who with nine months toil had ſpoil'd a play, 
Ig hopes of n a a full third day, At 
Juſtly deſpairing longer to ſuſtain 
A craving ſtomach from an empty brain, 1115 
Have left ſtage · practice, chang'd their old vocations, 
Attoning for bad plays, with worſe tranſlations; 


| | And like old Sternhold, with laborious ſpite, 


Burleſque what nobler muſes better write 
Thus while they for their cauſes only ſeem 


Io change the channel, they corrupt the ſtream. 
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So breaking vintners to increaſe their wine 
With nauſcous drugs debauch the generous vine 
So barren Gypſies for recruit are ſaid 

With ſtrangers iſſue to maintain the trade; 

But leſt the fairer bantling ſhould be known, 

A daubing walnut makes him all their own. 


— 


In the head of this gang to John Dryden appears, 1 
But to ſave the town-cenſure, and leſſen his fears, 1 
Join'd with a ſpark, whoſe title makes me civil, 
Far Scandalum Magnatum is the devil; | 
Such mighty thoughts from Ovid's — flow, | 
That the tranſlation is a work for two; 

Who in one copy join'd, their ſhame have ; x 
Since Tate could ſpoil lo many, tho? alone: 
My lord I thought ſo generous would prove, 
To ſcorn a rival in affairs of love: 
But well he knew his tecming pangs were vain, - 
Till midwife Dryden eas'd his labouring brain: 
And that when part of Hudibras's horſe 
g*d on, the other would nor hang an arſe 
So when fleet Fowler hears the joyful hollow, 
He drags his ſluggiſh mate, and tray muſt follow. 
But how could this learn'd brace employ their time > 
One conſtru'd ſure, while t'other pump'd for rhime: 
Or it with theſe, as ofice at Roma, ſucceeds, 
The Bibulus ſubſcribes to Cefar's deeds: 
This from his partner's acts enſure his name, 
Oh Sacred Thirſt af everlaſting fame! | 
That could defile thoſe well · cut nails with ink, 
And make his Honour condeſcend to think: 
But what excuſe, what preface can attone 
For crimes which guilty Bayes has ſingly done? 
Bayes, whoſe Roſe-Ally.ambuſcade injoin'd 
To be to vices which he practis'd kind, 
And brought the venom of a ſpiteful . | 
To the ſate innocence ws dull e me 
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Bayes, who by all the club was thought moſt fit 
To violate the Mantuan Prophet's wit, 

And more debauch what looſe Lucretius writ. 
When I behold the rovings of his muſe, 

How ſoon Aſſyrian ointment ſhe would loſe 

For diamond buckles ſparkling at their ſhoes. 
When Virgil's height is loſt, when Ovid ſoars, 
And in heroicks Canacè deplores 

Her follies louder than her father roars, 

1'd let him take Almanxor for his theme; 

In lofty verſe make Maximin blaſpheme, 

Or ſing in ſofter airs St. Catharine's dream. 
Nay, Lcould hear him damn laſt ages wit, 

And rail at excellence he ne'er could hit; 

His envy ſhould at powerful Cowley rage, 

And banith ſenſe with Johnſon from the ſtage : 
His ſacrilege ſhould plunder Shateſpear's urn, 
With a dull prologue make the ghoſt return, 

To bear a ſecond death, and greater pain, 
While the fiend's words the oracle prophane. 
But when not fatisfy'd with ſpoils at home, 

Lhe pyrate would to foreign borders roam; 
May he ill ſplit on ſome unlucky.coaſt, 

And have his works or dictionary loſt ! 

That he may know what Reman Authors mean, 
O more than does our blind tranſlatreſs Behm. 


The female wit, who next convicted ſtands, 
Not for abuſing Ovid's yerſe, but Sands; 
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She might have learn'd from the ill-borrow'd grace, 


(Which little helps the ruin of her face) 
That wit, like beauty, triumphs o'er the heart, 
When more of nature's ſeen, and leſs of art: 
Nor ſtrive in Ovid's letters to have ſhown 

As much of kill, as lewdneſs in her own. 
Then let her from the next inconſtant lover, 
Take a new copy for a ſecond rover : 

Deſcribe the cunning of a jilting whore, 
From the ill arts her ſelf has us'd before 
Thus let her write, but Paraphraſe no more. 


— 
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Rymer to Crambo privilege does claim, 
Not from the poet's genius, but his name; 
Which providence in contradiction meant, 
Tho' he predeſtination could prevent, 
And with bold dulneſs tranſlate heav'ns intent. 
Raſh man ! we paid the adoration due, 
That ancient criticks were excell'd by you: 
Each little wit to your tribunal came 
To hear their doom, and to ſecure their fame: 
But for reſpect you ſervilely ſought praiſe, 
Slighted the umpire's palm to court the poet's bays; 
While wife reflections, and a grave diſcourſe, 
Declin'd to Zoons a river for a horſe. 
So diſcontented Pemberton withdrew, 
From ſleeping judges to the noiſy crew 3 | 
Chang'd awful ermin for a ſervile gown, 
And to an humble fawning ſmooth'd his frown, 
The Simile will differ here indeed ; 
You cannot verſify, though he can plead. 


To painful Creech my laſt advice deſcends, 
That he and learning would at length be friends; 
That he'd cen! his dreadful forces home 
Nor be a ſecond Hannibal to Rome. wy 
But fince no counſel his reſolves can bow; 
Nor may thy fate, O Rowe, reſiſt his vow 3 
Debarr'd from pens as lunaticks from ſwords, 
He ſhould be kept from waging war with words: 
Words which at firſt like atoms did advance F 
To the juſt meaſure ofa tuneful dance, _ 
And jumpt to form, as did his worlds, by Chance. 
This pleas'd the genius of the vicious town c | 


The wits confirm'd his labours with renown, 
And ſwear the early atheiſt for their own. 
Had he ſtopt here but ruin'd by ſucceſs, 
With a new ſpawn he fill'd the burthen'd preſs, 
Till as his volume ſwell'd, his fame grew leſs, 
So merchants flatter'd with increaſing gain, 


till tempt the falſhood of the doubtful main: | 


So 


So the firſt running of the lucky dice, 

Does eager bully to new betts intice; 

Till fortune urges him to be undone, 
And Ames: ded foles what kind Sixes won. 
Witneſs this truth Lucretia's wretched fate, 
Which better have I heard my nurſe relate; 
The matron ſuffers violence again, 

Not Tarquin's luſt ſo vile, as Creech's pen; 
Witneſs thoſe heaps his midni Sue ſtudies raiſe, 
Hoping to rival Ogilby in praiſe : 

Both writ ſo much, ſo ill, a doubt might riſe, 


Which with moſt juſtice might deſerve the prize; 


Had not the firſt the town with cuts appeas'd, 


And where the poem fail'd, the picture pleas'd. 


Wits ofa meaner rank, I could rehearſe, 


Bur will not plague your patience, nor my verſe: © 


In long oblivion may they happy lie, 

And with their writings, may their folly die. 
Now, why ſhould we poor Ovid yet purſue, 
And make his very book an exile too, 


In words more barb'rous than the place he knew? 


If Virgil labour d not to be tranſlated, 
Why ſuffers he the only thing he haced ? 
Had he foreſeen ſome ill-officious tongue, 


Wou'd in uncqual ſtrains blaſpheme his ſong ;.” 
Nor prayers, nor force, nor fame thow'd e er prerent 


The juſt performance of his wiſe intent: 
Smiling h' had {cen his martyr'd work expire, 
Nor live to feel more crucl foes, than fire. 


Some fop in preface may thoſe thefts excuſe, 
That Virgil was the draught of Homer's muſe: 
That Horace's by Pindar's lyre was ſtrung, 

By the great image of whole voice he ſung. 


They found the maſs, 'tis true, but in their mould 


They purg'd the droſſy oar to current gold: 
Mending their pattern, they eſcap'd the curſe; 


Vet had they not writ better, they'd writ worle, 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 311 


— 


310 Poems on ſeveral Occaſuons. 


Rymer to Crambo privilege does claim, 
Not from the poet's genius, but his name; 
Which providence in contradiction meant, 
Thoꝰ he predeſtination could prevent, 
And with bold dulneſs tranſlate heav'ns intent. 
Raſh man ! we paid the adoration due, 
That ancient criticks were excell'd by you: 
Fach little wit to your tribunal came 7-8 
To hear their doom, and to ſecure their fame: 
But for reſpect you ſervilely ſought praiſe, 


5 the umpire's palm to court the poet's bays; = 
While wiſe reflections, and a grave diſcourſe, We? 
Declin'd to Zoons a river for a horſe. 17 
So diſcontented Pemberton withdrew, 
From ſleeping judges to the noiſy erewʒ; 
Chang'd awful er min for a ſervile gown, | Bu 
And to an humble fawning ſmooth'd his frown, In 
The Simile will differ here indeed; LA: 
You cannot verſify, though he can plead. N 
To painful Creech my laſt advice deſcends, | } 5 
That he and learning would at length be friends; It 
That he'd e his dreadful forces home v 
Nor be a ſecond Hannibal to Rome. LD * BH 
But fince no counſel his reſolves can bow 3 LY 


Nor may thy fate, O Rowe, reſiſt his vow 3 F XN 
Debarr'd from pens as lunaticks from ſwords, = = 
He ſhould be kept from waging war with words: 18 
Words which at firſt like atoms did advance Þ 
To the juſt meaſure ofa tuneful dance. 
And jumpt to form, as did his worlds, by Chance. 
This pleas'd the genius of the vicious town | 
The wits confirm'd his labours with renown, | 
And ſwear the early atheiſt for their own. 

Had he ſtopt here but ruin'd by ſucceſs, 0 
With a new ſpawn he fill'd the burthen'd preſs, 

Till as his volume ſwell'd, his fame grew leſs. 9 
So merchants flatter'd with increaſing gain, 


till tempt the falſhood of the doubtful main: 
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So the firſt running of the lucky dice, 
Does eager bully to new betts intice; 

Ti ill fortune urges him to be undone, 

And e what kind Sixes won. 
Witneſs this truth Lucretia's wretched fate, 
Which better have I heard my nurſe relate; 

The matron ſuffers violence again, 

Not Tarquin's luſt ſo vile, as Creech's pen; 

| Witneſs thoſe heaps his midnight ſtudies raiſe, 
Hoping to rival Ogilby in praiſe: | 

Both writ ſo much, ſo ill, a doubt might riſe, 
Which with moſt juſtice might deſerve the prize 

Had not the firſt the town with cuts appeas'd, 
And here the poem fail'd, the picture pleas'd. 


Wits ofa meaner rank, I could rchearſec 
Bur will not plague your patience, nor my verſe: _ © ; 
In long oblivion may they happy lie, 1 
And with their writings, may their folly die. 

Now, why ſhould we poor Ovid yet purſue, 

And make his very book an exile too 

In words more barb'rous than the place he knew? : 
If Virgil labour'd not to be tranſlated, N 

Why ſuffers he the only thing he hated? 

Had he foreſeen ſome ill-officious tongue, 

Wou'd in unequal ſtrains blaſpheme his ſong; 

Nor prayers, nor force, nor fame ſhou'd e er prevent 
The juſt performance of his wile intent: | 
Smiling h' had ſcen his martyr'd work expire, 

Nor live to feel more crucl foes, than fire. | 


Some fop in preface may thoſe thefrs excuſe, 
That Virgil was the draught of Homer's mule : 
That Horace's by Pindar's lyre was ſtrung, 

By the great image of whoſe voice he ſung. | 
They found the maſs, 'tis true, but in their mould 
They purg'd the droſſy oar to current gold ; 
Mending their pattern, they eſcap'd the curſe; 
Vet had they not writ better, they'd writ worle, 
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But when we bind the lyric up to rhime, 
And loſe the ſenſe to make the poem chime ; 
When from their flocks we force Sicilian ſwains, 
To raviſh Milk-maids in our Engliſh plains ; 
And wand'ring authors, cer they touch our ſhore, 
Muſt like our locuſt Hugonots be poor; 
I'd bid th* importing club their pains forbear, 
And traffick in our own, tho' homely ware, 
Whilſt from themſelves the honeſt vermin ſpin, - 
I'd like the texture, tho' the web be thin; 

Nay, take Crown's plays, becauſe his own, for wit; 
And praiſc what Durfey, not tranſlating, writ. 


* 


A Satite pon the Poets, in 
Imitation of the Seventh 
Satire of Juvenal. | 


Et Spes G ratio ſtudiorum, 8&c. 
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Ll my endeavours, all my hopes depend 
On you the orphans, and the muſes friend; 
The only great good man, who will declare 
Virtue and verſe the object of his care 
And prove a patron in the worſt of times, 
When hungry Bayes forſakes his empty rhimes, 
Beſceching all true Cath'licłs charity, 0 
For a poor proſtitute which long did lie, 
Under the mortal ſins of verſe, and hereſy. 
Shadwell, and ſtarving Tate I ceaſe to name, 
Poets of all religions are the ſame- 
Recanting Settle brings the tuneful ware, 
Which wiſer S mithfield damn'd to Sturbridge fair; 
Proteſts his tragedies and libels fail 
To yield him paper, penny: loaves and ale, 
And bids our youth by his example fly 
The love of politicks, and poetry. 
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And all retreats except Neu · Hall refuſe 
To ſhelter Durſey, and his jocky muſe ; 
There to the butler, and his grace's maid, 
He turns, like Homer, ſonneteer for bread ; 
Knows his juſt bounds, nor ever durſt aſpire 
Beyond the {wearing groom, and kitchen fire. 


Is there a man to theſe examples blind, 
To clinking numbers fatally deſign'd? 
Who by his parts would purchale meat and fame, 
And in new miſcellanies plant his name; | 
Were my beard grown, the wretch I'd thus adviſe, 
Repent, fond mortal, and be timely wiſe; | 
Take heed, nor be by guilded hopes betray'd, 
Clio's a jilt, and Pegaſus a jade; 
By verſe you'l ſtarve: John Saul cou'd never live, 
UDnleſs the bellman made the poet thrive 
o rather in ſome little ſhed by Pauls, 
Fell Chevy-chaſe, or Baxter's ſalve for fouls, 
Cry rarce-ſhows, ſell ballads, tranſcribe votes, 
Be Carr, or Xeach, or any thing but Oates, 


Hold, fir, ſome bully of the muſes cries, 
Merhinks you're more ſatirical than wiſe 
You rail at verſe indeed, but rail in rhime, 
At once encourage, and condemn the crime. 


True, fir, I write and have a patron too, 

To whom my tributary ſongs are due 

Yer with your leave 1'd honeſtly diſſuade 

Thoſe wretched men from Pizdar's barren ſhade: 

Who tho” they fire their muſe, and rack their brains 

With bluſtering Heroes, and with piping ſwains, _ 
Can no great patient giving man engage 

To fill their pockets, and their title-page. 

Were l, like rheſe, unhappily decreed 

By penny elegies to get my bread, 

Or want a meal unleſs George Croom and l 

Could ſtrike a bargain for my poetry, 
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I'd damn my works to wrap up ſoap and cheeſe, 


Or furniſh ſquibs for city prentices 
To burn the pope, and celebrate queen Beſs. 


But on your ruin ſtubbornly purſue, 
Herd with the hungry little chiming crew, 
Obtain the empty title of a wit, 8 
And be at free - coſt, noiſy in the pit; 
Print your dull poems, and before em place 
A crown of laurel, and a meagre face. 
And may juſt heav'n thy hatcd life prolong, 
Till thou, bleſt author, ſeeſt thy deathleſs ſong, 
The duſty lumber of a Smithfield ſtall, 


And find'ſt thy picture ſtarch'd *gainſt ſuburb wall, 


With Johnny Armſtrong, and the prodigal. 
And to compleat the curſe- 

When age and poverty comes faſter on, 
And fad experience tells thou art undone. 
May no kind country grammar-ſchool afford 


Ten pounds a year to pay for bed and board; 


Till void of any fix d employ, and now 
Grown uſcleſs to the army and the plow, 
You've no friend left, but truſting landlady, . 
Who ſtows you on hard truckle, garret high, 
To dream of dinner, and curſe poetry. 


Sir, I've a patron, you reply. tis true, 
Fortune and parts you ſay, may get one too : 
Why faith e' en try, write. flatter, dedicate, 

My lord's, and his forefathers deeds relate: 
Yet know hell wiſely ſtrive ten thouſand ways, 
To ſhun a needy poet's fulſome praiſe ; 

Nay, to avoid thy importunity, 

Neglect his ſtate, and condeſcend to be 

A poet, tho' perhaps a worſe than thee. 


Thus from a patron he becomes a friend, 
Forgetting to reward, learns to commend ; 
Receives your twelve long months ſucceſsleſs toil, 


And talks of authors, energy, and ſtyle; 
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Damns the dull poems of the ſcribling rown, 
Applauds your writings, and repeats his own, 
Whilſt thou in complaiſance oblig'd, muſt fic 
I' extol his judgment and admire his wit; ö 
And wrapt with his Eſſay on Poetry | 
Swear Horace writ not half ſo ſtrong as he, | 
But that we're partial to antiquity. 

Yet this authentick peer perhaps ſcarce knows 

With jingling ſounds to tag inſipid proſe. 

And ſhould be by ſome honeſt * Manly told, 
He *ad loſt his credit to ſecure his gold. 


But if thou'rt bleſt enough to write a play, 
Without the hungry hopes of kind third day, 
And he believes that in thy dedication 
Thou'lt fix his name, not bargain for the ſtation, 
My lord his uſeleſs kindneſs then afſures, 

And to the utmoſt of his pow*r he's yours; 
How fine your plot, how exquiſite each ſcene! 
And play'd at court, would ſtrangely pleaſe the queen. 
And you may take his judgment ſure, for he 
Knows the true ſpirit of good poetry; 

And might with equal judgment have put in 
For poet-laurcat as lord Chamberlain. 

All this you ſee and know, yet ceaſe to ſhun 
And ſeeing, knowing, ſtrive to be undone. 

So kidnapt dutcheſs once beyond Graveſond, 
Rejects the counſel of recalling friend; 

Is told the dreadful bondage ſhe muſt bear, 
And ſees unable to ayoid the ſnare. 

So practic'd thief oft taken ne'er afraid, 

Forgets the ſentence, and purſues the trade. 
Tho? yet he almoſt feels the ſmoaking brand, 
And ſad T. R. ſtands freſh upon his hand. 


The author then, whoſe daring hopes would ſtrive 


With well-builr verſe to keep his fame alive, 
And ſomething to poſterity preſent, 
That's very new and very excellent; 


* The chief ckaracter in Mr. Wycherley's plain dealer, 
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Something beyond the uncall'd drudging tribe, 

Beyond what Bayes can write, or I deſcribe; _ 

Shou'd in ſubſtantial happineſs abound, 

His mind with peace, his board with plenty crown'd 
No early duns ſhould break his learned reſt, | : 


No ſawcy cares his nobler thoughts moleſt, 
Only the god within ſhould ſhake his labꝰ'ring breaſt. 
In vain we from our ſonneteers require, 
The height of Cowley's and Anacreon's lyre. 
In vain we bid *em fill the bowl, 
Large as their capacious ſoul, 
Who ſince the king was crown'd neꝰer taſted wine, 
Bur write at fight, and know not where to dine. 
In vain we bid dejected Settle hit 
The tragick flights of Shakeſpear's tow'ring wit; 
He needs muſt miſs the mark, who's kept ſo low, 
He has not ſtrength enough to draw the bow. 
Sedly, indeed, and Rocheſter might write 
For their own credit, and their friends delight, 
Shewing how far they cou'd the reſt outdo, 
As in their fortunes, in their writing too 
But ſhould drudge Dryden this example take 
And Abſaloms for empty glory make, 
He'd ſoon perceive his income ſcarce enough, 
To feed his noſtrils with inſpiring ſnuff; 
Starving for meat, not ſurfeiting on praiſe, 
He'd find his brains as barren his Bayes. 


There was a time when Otway charm'd the ſage, 
Otway the hope, the ſorrow of our age; - 
When the full pit with pleas'd attention hung, 
Wrapt with each accent from Caſtalio's tongue. 
With what a laughter was his ſoldier read! 

How mourn'd they when his Jaſſier ſtruck, and bled 
Yer this beſt poet, tho? with fo much eaſe, 

He never drew his pen but ſure to pleaſe ; 

Tho' lightning wereleſs lively than his wit, 
And thunder-claps leſs loud than thoſe o'th pit, 
He had of's many wants much earlier dy'd, 
Had not kind banker Betterten ſuppiy'd, 
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And took for pawn the embryo ofa Plays 

Till he could pay himſelf the next third Day. 
Were Shakeſpear's ſelf to live again he'd ne*er 
Degen'rate to a poet from a play'r. | 
Now Carliſle in the new-rais'd troop we ſee, 
And chatt'ring Mozntfort in the chancery 
Mountfort how fit for politicks and law, 

That play'd ſo well fir Courtly aud Fack Daw. 
Dance then attendance in flow Mulgrave's hall, 
Read maps, or court the ſconces till he call; 
One actor's commendation ſhall do more 
Than patron now, or merit heretofore. 


Some poets | confeſs, the ſtage has fed, 


Who for half crowns are ſhone, for two pence read; 
But theſe not envy thou, but imitate, | 
Much rather ſtarve in Shadwel's ſilent fate, 

Than new vamp farces, and be damn'd with Tate. 
For now no $7dneys will three hundred give, 
That needy Spenſer and his fame may live: 

None of our new nobility will ſend 

To the King's Bench, or to his Bedlam friend. * 
Chymiſts and whores by Buckingham were fed, 
Thoſe by their honeſt labours gain'd their bread 3 
But he was never ſo expenſive yet, 

To keep a creature meerly for his wit; | 
And Cowley from Hall-Clifden ſcarce could have 
One grateful ſtone, to ſhew the world his grave. 
Pembroke lov'd tragedy and did provide 

For butcher's dogs, and for the whole bankſide, 
The bcar was fed, but dedicating Lee, | 
Was thought to have a larger paunch than he. 
More I could ſay but care not much to meet 

A crab - tree cudgel in a narrow ſtreet. 

Beſides, your yawning prompts me to give o'er: 


Your humble ſervant, fr not one word more. 


— 
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